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PEEFACE TO GODOLPHIN. 

In the Prefaces io this edition of my worlu, I bave oocasionally so 
far availed myself of that privilege of self-crìticism which the French 
comic writer, Mona. Picord, maintains or exemplifies in the collection 
of his plays, — ^as, if not actuallj to sit in jadgment on my own per- 
formances, stili to insinuate some excase for their faults by extenuatory 
depositions as to their character and intentions. Indeed a writer looking 
back to the past^ is unconscionsly inclined to think that he may separate 
himself from those children of his bitdn which bave long gene forth to 
the world ; and though he may not expatiate on the merita his patemal 
affection would aacrìbe to them, that he may speak at leaat of the mode 
in which they were trained and reared— of the bopes he cherìshed, or 
the objects he entertained, wben he finally dismissed them to the 
opinions of others and the ordeal of Fate or Time. 

For my part, I own that even wben I bave thought but little of 
the vaine of a work, I bave always felt an interest in the author*8 
account of its origin and formation, and, willing to suppose that what 
tbus afforda a gratification to my own curìosity, may not be wholly 
unattractive to others ; I shall tbus continue from timo to timo to play 
the Showman to my own machinery, and explain the principio of the 
mainspring and the movement of the wbeels. 

This novel was begun somewhere in the tbird year of my authorship, 
and completed in the fourth. It was, therefore, composed almost 
simultaneously with Eugene Aram, and afforded to me at least some 
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relief £rom the gloom of that village tragedy. li is needless io observe 
how dissimilar in point of scene, character, and fable, the one is from 
the other : yet they are alike in this — that both attempt to deal with 
one of the most striking problema on the spiritual history of man, viz., 
the frustration or abuse of power in a superior intellect originally 
inclined to good. Perhaps there is no problem that more fascinates 
the attention of a man of some eamestness at that period of his life, 
when his eye first disengages itself from the extemal phenomena 
around him, and his curiosity leads him to examine the cause and 
account for the effect ; — when, to cite reverently the words of the 
wìsest, " He applies his heart to know and to search, and to seek ont 
wisdom and the reason of things, and to know the wickedness of folly, 
eyen of foolishness and madness." 

In Eugene Aram, the naturai career of genius is arrested by a single 
crime ; in Godolphin, a mind of inferior order, but more fancifnl colour- 
ing, is wasted away by the indulgence of those morbid sentiments 
which are the nourishment of egotism, and the graduai influence of the 
frivolities which make the business of the idle. Here, the Demon 
tempts or destroys the hermit in his solitary celi. There he glides 
amidst the pomps and vanities of the world, and whispers away the 
soul in the voice of his soft familiars, Indolence, and Pleasure. 

Of ali my numerous novels, Pelham and Godolphin are the only 
ones which take their absolute groundwork in what is called " The 
Fashionable World." I bave sought in each to make the general com- 
position in some harmony with the principal figure in the foreground. 
Pelham is represented as almost whoUy nnsusceptible to the more 
poetical influences. He has the physical compound, which, versatile 
and joyous, amalgamates easily with the world — ^he views life with the 
lenient philosophy that Horace commends in Aristippus ; he laughs at 
the follies he shares ; and is ever ready to tum ìnto uses nltimately (if 
indirectly) serions, the frivolities that only serve to sharpen his wit, 
and angment that peculiar expression which we term " knowledge of 
the world." In a word, dispel ali bis fopperìes, real or assumed, he is 
stili the active man of crowds and cìties, determined to sncceed, and 
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gifted wìth the ordinary qnalities of success. Godolphìn, on the con- 
traxy, is the man of poetical temperament, out of his place alike among 
the trifling idlers and the hustling actors of the world — ^wanting the 
stimulus of necessity — or the higher motivo which sprìngs from bene- 
volence,to givo energyto his powers, or definite purpose to his fluctuating 
desires ; not strong enough to break the bonds that confine his genius 
— not supple enough to accommodate its movements to their purpose. 
He is the moral antipodes to Pelham. In evading the struggles of the 
world, he grows indifferent to its duties — he strives with no obstacles 
— ^he can triumph in no career. Represented as possessing montai 
qualities of a higher and a richer nature than those to which Pelham 
can pretend, he is also represented as yery inferior to him in constitu- 
tion of character, and he is certainly a more ordinaiy type of the 
intellectual trifler. 

The characters grouped around Godolphìn are those with which such 
a man usually associates his life. They are designed to bave a certain 
grace — a certain harmony with one form or the other of his twofold 
temperament: — viz., either its conventional elegance of tasto, or its 
constitutional poetiy of idea. But ali alike are brought under yaiying 
operations of similar influences; or whether in Saville, Constance, 
Fanny, or Lucilla — the picture presented is stili the picture of gifts 
misapplied— of life misunderstood. The Preacher who exclaimed, 
" Vanity of vanities ! ali is vanity,** perhaps solved his own moumful 
saying, when he added elsewhere, " This only bave I found, that God 
made men upright — ^but they bave sought out many inventions." 

This work was first published anonymously, and for that reason 
perhaps it has been slow in attaining to its rightful station amongst its 
brethren — wbose parentage at first was openly acknowledged. If 
compared with Pelham, it might lese, at the first glance, but would 
perhaps gain on any attentive reperusal. 

For although it must follow from the inherent difference in the 
design of the two works thus referred to, that in Godolphin there can 
be little of the satire or vivacity which bave given popularity to its 
predecessor^ yet, on the other band, in Godolphin there ought to be a 
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more faithfal ìUnstration of the even polish that belongs to laxurions 
life^ — of the satietj that pleasure inflicts upon such of ita votaries as are 
worthy of a higher service. The subject selected cannot admit the 
same facìlity for observation of things that lìe on ihe surface — but it 
may well lend itself to subtler investigation of character— allow more 
attempt at pathos, and more appeal to reflection. 

Regarded as a stoiy, the defects of Godolphin most apparent to 
myself, are in the manner in which Lucilla is re-introduced in the 
later chapters, and in the final catastrophe of the hero. There is an 
exaggerated romance in the one, and the admission of accident as a 
crowning agency in the other, which my matorer jndgment woold 
certainly condemn, and which at ali events appear to me out of keeping 
with the naturai eyents, and the more patient inyestigation of moral 
causes and their consequences, from which the previous interest of the 
tale is sought to be attained. On the other band, if I may presume to 
conjecture the most probable claim to favour, which the work, regarded 
as a whole, may possess — it may possibly be found in a tolerably 
accurate description of certaìn phases of modem ciyilisation, and in 
the suggestion of some truths that may be worth considering in our 
examination of social influences or individuai conduct. 
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CHAPTER I. 



THB DEATH-BSD OF JOHN TBRITON. — HIS DTIHO W0RD9. — DESOBIPTIOK OF EIST 

DAUQHTBB» THK HEROINB. — TBB OATH. 



'^ Ib the night cairn, Constancel" 
" Beautiful ! the moon ia up." 
*' Open the shutters wider, — there. 
It ù a beautiful night. How beautiful ! 
Come hither, my child/' 

The rich moonlight that now shone 
through the Windows, streamed on 
little thatit couid invest with poetica! 
attraction. The room waa amali, 
though not squalid in ita character 
and applhincea. The bed-curtains, of 
a duU chintz, were drawn back, and 
showed the form of a man, past 
middle age, propped by pillows, and 
hearing on hia countenance the marka 
of approaching dcath. But what a 
countenance it atill woa I The broad, 
pale, lofty brow; the fine, atraight, 
Grecian noae ; the short, curved lip ; 
the full, dimpled chin ; the atamp of 
geniua in evcry line and lineament ; 
— -theae atill defied disease, or rather 
borrowed from ita very ghastUneas a 
more impresaive miyeaty. Beaide the 
bed was a table apread with books of 
a motley eharacter. Here an abstruae 
Byatem of Calculationa on Finance; 
there a volume of wild Bacchanalian 
Songa; here the lofty aapirationa of 
Plato'a "Pheedon;" and there the 
No. 181. 



laat apeech of some County Paria on a 
Malt Tax : old newspapera and duety 
pamphlets completed the intellectual 
litter ; and above tbem roae, moum- 
fully enough, the tali, apectral form 
of a half-emptied phial, and a cham- 
ber-candleatick, created by ita ex- 
tingttiaher. 

A light atep approached the bed- 
aide, and oppoaite the dying man 
now atood a girl, who might bave 
aeen ber thirteenth year. But her 
featurea — of an exceeding, and what 
may be termed a regal beauty — ^were 
aa fully developed aa those of one who 
had told twice ber yeara; and not a 
trace of the bloom or the aoftnesa of 
girlhood could be marked on her 
countenance. Her oomplexion wa» 
pale aa the whiteat marble, but dear, 
and luatroua; and her raven hair,^ 
parted over her brow in a faahion 
then uncommon, increaaed the statue- 
like and claasic effect of her noble 
featurea. The expresaion of her 
countenance aeemed cold, aedate, and 
aomewhat atem; but it might, in 
acme meaaure, bave belled her heart ; 
for, when turned to the moonlight, 
you might aee that her eyea wero 
B 1 
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filled with tears, though she dìd not 
weep; and you might teli by the 
quivering of her lip, that a little 
hesitation in replying to any remark 
from the sufferer arose from her diffi- 
culty in commanding her emotions. 

'' Constance," said the ìnvalid, after 
a pause, in which he seemed to have 
been gazing with a quiet heart on the 
soft skies, that, blue and eloquent 
with stara, he beheld through the 
unclosed Windows : — " Constance, the 
hour is coming; I feel it by signs 
which I cannot mistake. I shall die 
this night." 

" Oh, Gk)d ! — ^my father ! — ^my dear, 
dear father!" broke from Constance's 
lips ; " do not speak thus — do not — 
I will go to Doctor — " 

** No, child, no ; I loathe—I detest 
the thought of help ! They denied it 
me while it was yet time. They left 
me to starve, or to rot in gaol, or to 
bang myself ! They left me lìke a 
dog, and like a dog I will die! I 
would not haye one iota taken from 
the justice — ^the deadly and dooming 
weight of my dying carso " Here 
yiolent spasms broke on the speeeh 
of the sufferer ; and when, by meéà- 
cine and bis daughter's attentloue, he 
had recorered, he said, in a lower and 
calmer key: — "Is ali quiet below, 
Constaneei Are ali in bedl The 
landiady— the servants-Hmr feilow* 
lodgersr* 
, " AU, my fother.»* 

''Ay; then I shall die happy. 
Thank Heaven yon are my only nurse 
and attendant. I remcmber the day 
when I was ili after one of their rude 
debauches. IH I-^a sick headaeh^ 
a fit of the spleen — a spoiled lapdog's 
illness 1 Well : they wanted me that 
night to Bupport one of itmr paltry 
meaanres — their parliamentary mea- 
Bures. And I had a prìnee feeling 
my pulse, and a duke mixing my 
draught» and a dozen earls sending 
their doetors to me. I was of use to 
them thenJ Poor mei Bead me 



that note, Constance — Flamborough's 
note. Do you hesitate ? Bead it, I 
say!" 
Constance trembled and complied. 



" My dbar Ybknon, 

" I am really au désespoir to 
bear of your melancholy state; — so 
sorry I cannot assist you : but you 
know my embarrassed circumstances. 
By the by, I sarw bis Boyal Highness 
yesterday. ' Poor Y emon !* said he ; 
* would a hundred pounds do him any 
good V So we don't forget you, Tium 
cher. Ah! how we missed you at 
the Beefsteak ! Never shaU we know 
again so glorious a hon vivant. Tou 

would laugh to bear L attempting 

to echo your old jokes. But time 
presses : I must be off to the House. 
You know what a motion it is! 
Would to Heaven you were to brìng 

itoninsteadofthatassT , Adieu! 

I wish I could come and see you; but 
it would break my faeart. Can I aend 
you any books from Hookham's? 
** Tours ever, 

" FiJLMBOiieucrB.* 

^* This is the man whom I maide 
Secretary of State," sud Yeraon.' 
" Yery well ! — oh, it 's yeiy w^, — 
very well indeed ! Lét me kiss thee, 
my girl Poor Constance ! You will 
bare good friends when I am dead I 
they will be proud enough to be kind 
to Yemon's daughter, when Death 
bas shown them that Yemen is a 
loss. You are veiy handsome. Your 
poor miether's eyes and hair — ^my 
father's spdendid brow and lip ; and * 
your figure, even now so stately! 
They will court you: you will bave 
lords and great men ^lough at your 
feet; but you will never forget this 
night, nor the agony of your father's 
death-bed &ce, and the brand they 
haye bumed in bis heart. And now, 
Constanee, gire me the Bible in which 
you read "to me this moming i-— 
that will do :---<6tand away from the 
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l%bi axìd-&B yottr eyes on mine, and 
liiten M if yonr bouI ireiB in your 



" Whcn I WBB a jimag man, toiling 
Jttf my io fortune tìirovgh the 
labovnoftheBar, — pradent, cautious, 
indefikiigable, oonfidÌNit of snccem, — 
eevtain lorde, who heard I poBMssed 
{[•Biiig, and thought I might beeome 
their tool, carne to me, and btsonght 
me te catter pariiameat. I told them 
I was jjtooTw-waB latelymarrìed — ^that 
mgr public ambition mvft net be 
eaeoaiaged at the ezpenae of my 
priratefcvtuiMB. Thi^answerod^that 
th^pladgtd themielves thoMfortunes 
eheald be their caie. I yieided ; I 
daaerted my prolbssion; I obeyed 
their wiaikeB ; I bacarne &nkOQ8-*-and 
SToinedman I They conld not dine 
ìHiheitt me ; they eoutd not sup with- 
ooi me; they conld not get dnmk 
ivìthent me ; no pleasore was sweet 
bttt in my company. What mattered 
ìt that, while I ministeied to their 
junusement, I was necessarily heaping 
debt upon debt — accmnulating mise- 
ries for future years — ^laying up bank- 
mptcy, and care, and shame, and a 
broken heart, and an early death^ 
But Usten, Constancet Are you 
li«te»lng>~«ttentiTe1y^^Wellf note 
new,' I am a just man. I do not 
bUOM-my noble Mends, my gentle 
patrona, for this. No : if I irere for- 
getful of my interests, if I preferred 
tiieir pleasure to my happiness and 
honour, that was my crime, and I 
deserre the punishment t But, look 
you,— T^me went by, and my con- 
fititution was broken; debts came 
upon me; I could not pay; men 
mistrusted my word ; my name in 
the country felli With my health, 
my genius deserted me; I was no 
longer useful to my party ; I lost my 
aeat in parliament ; and when I was 
on a sick bed — you remember it, 
Constance — the bailiffs came, and tore 
me away for a paltry debt — ^the value 
of one of thoBQ snppera the Prince 



used to beg me to gire him. From 
that time my familiars forsook me! 
—not a yisit, net a kind act, not a 
serrice for him whose day of work 
was over 1 ' Poor Vemon's character 
was gene! Shockingly iuTolred — 
could not perform bis promises to bla 
creditora— «Iways so extravagant — 
quite unprinciplcd — ^must gire him 
up!' 

" In those sentences lies the secret 
of their conduet. They did not 
remember that for them, by them, 
the character was gene, the promisea 
broken, the min incurred! They 
thought not how I had served them ; 
how my best years had been devoted 
to adrance them — ^to ennoble their 
cause in the lyingpage of Histoiy! 
AH this was not thought of : my lÙé 
was reduced to two epochs — that of 
use to them— that not. During the 
first, I was honoured; during the 
last, I was left to starve — to roti 
Who freed me from prisont — ^who 
protects me now 1 One of my ' party" 
— my ' noble friends' — my ' honour- 
able, right honourable friends ? No I a 
tradesman whom I once senred in my 
holyday, and who alone, of ali the 
world, forgets me not in my penance. 
Tou see gratitude, friendship, spring 
up only in middle life ; they grow not 
in high stations ! 

" And now, come nearer, for my 
voice falters, and I would bave these 
words distinctly heard. Child, girl 
as you are — you I consider pledged 
to record, to fulfil my desire — ^my 
curse! Lay your band on mine: 
swear that through life to death, — 
swearl You speak not! repeat my 
words after me :" — Constance obeyed : 
— " through life to death ; through 
good, through ili, through weakness, 
through power, you will devote youp- 
self to humble, to abase that party 
from whom your father received in- 
gratitude, mortification, and death t 
Swear that you will not marry a poor 
and powerless man, who cannot 
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minister to the ends of that solemn 
reiribution I inToke! Swear that 
yon will seek to marry from amongst 
the great; not through love, not 
through ambition, but through hate, 
and for revenge 1 Yoa will seek to 
rise that yon may humble thoae who 
have betrayed me! In the social 
walks of life yoa will delight to gali 
their vanitieB ; in Btate-intrìgueSy you 
wUl embrace every measure that can 
bring them to their eternai downfìill. 
Por thi8 great end you will pursue ali 
means: — What! you hesitate? Be- 
peaty repeat, repeat! — You will lie, 
cringe, fa¥m^ and thìnk vice not vice, 
if it bring you one jot nearer to 
Revenge! With thls curse on my 
foes I entwine my blessing, dear, dear 
Conatance on you, — ^you, who have 
nursed, watched, ili but saved me! 
God, God blesa you, my child ! " And 
Vemon burst into tears. 

It was two hoors after this sin- 
gular scene, and ezactly in the third 



hour of moming, that Vemon woke 
from a short imd troubled sleep. The 
grey dawn (for the time was the 
height of summer) already b^gan to 
labour through the shades and againit 
the stars of night A raw and com- 
fortless chili crept over the earth, 
and saddened the air in the death- 
chamber. Constance sate by her 
father's bed, her eyes fixed upon him, 
and her check more wan than ever 
by the pale light of that crude and 
cheerlesf) dawn. When Vemon woke, 
bis eyes, gUized with death, rolled 
faintly towards her, fixing and dim- 
ming in their sockets as ihey gazed ; 
— ^his throat rattled. But for one 
moment his voice found vent ; a ray 
shot aerosa his oountenance as he 
uttered his last words — ^words that 
sank at once and etemally to the core 
of his daughter's heart — words that 
raled her life, and sealed her destiuy : 
— " Constance, remember — ^the Oath 
— Revenge ! " 



CHAPTEB II. 



BIHABK OH THB TSNUILE OF LIVE. — THB OOTVIHS OV OBEAT XKN SBLDOM 
HEOLBOTED.— OONSTAKOB TAKKS RBFUGB WITH LADY XBPINOHAX. — THB 

HBBOIBE'S A000MPLI8HXXBTS AND OHABAOTXB. THB MANOEUYBIHO 

TEICPBBAMBNT. 



What a strange life this isl what 
puppets we are! How terrible an 
enigma is Fate ! I never set my foot 
without my door, but what the fear- 
fui darkness that broods over the 
next moment rushes upon me. How 
awful an event may bang over our 
heartsl The sword is always above 
US, seen or invisible. 

And with this life — this scene of 
darkness and dread — some men would 
have US so contented as to desìre, to 
ask for no other ! 

Constance was now without a near 
relation in the world. But her father 



predidted rightiy : vanity supplied the 
place of affection. Vemon, who for 
eighteen months preceding lùs death 
had stmggled with the sharpest 
afflictions of want — Vemon, deserted 
in life by ali, was interred with the 
insulting ceremonials of pomp and 
state. Siz nobles bore his pali : long 
trains of carriages attended ina fu- 
neral : the journals were fiUed with. 
outlines of his biography and lamen- 
tations at his decease. They buried 
him in Westminster Abbey, and they 
made subscriptions for a monument in 
the very beat sort of marble. Lady 
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Erpingham, a distant connexion of the 
deceased, inTÌted Constance io live 
with her; and Constance of course 
«onsented, for she had no alternative. 

On the day that she arrived at Lady 
Erpingham's house, in Hill Street, 
there vere several persona present in 
the drawing-room. 

" I fear, poor girl/' said Lady Erp- 
ingham,— for they were talking of 
Oonstance's expected arrivai, — "I 
fear that she will be quite abashed by 
^eing 80 many of us, and under such 
unhappy circumstances." 

" How old is she?" asked a beauty. 

'' About thirteen, I believe." 
; "Handsomel" 

** I bave not seen her since she was 
aeven years old. She promised then 
io be very beautiful : but she was a 
remarkably shy, silent child." 

** Miss Yemon," said the groom of 
the chambers, throwing open the 
door. 

With the slow step and self-pos- 
sessed air of womanhood, but with a 
far haughtier and far colder mien than 
women commonly assume, Constance 
Yemen walked through the long 
«partment, and greeted her future 
^ardian. Though every eye was on 
her, she did not blush; though the 
Queens of the London World were 
round her, her gait and air were more 
royal than ali. Every one present 
ezperienced a revulsion of feeling. 
They were prepared for pity ; this was 
no case in which pity could be given. 
Even the words of protection died on 
Lady Erpingham's lip, and she it was 
vho felt bashful and disconoerted. 

I intend to pass rapidly over the 
years that elapsed till Constance be- 
came a'woman. Let us glance at her 
«dùcation. Yemen had not only had 
her instracted in the French and 
Italian ; but, a deep and impassioned 
«cholar himself, he had tanght her 
the elements of the two great lan- 
gviSkge% of the ancient world. The 
treasures of those languages she 



afterwarda conquered of her own 
accord. 

Lady Erpingham had one daughter, 
who married when Constance had 
reached the age of sixteen. The ad- 
vantages Lady Eleanor Erpingham 
possessed in her masters and her 
govemesB, Constance shared. Miss 
Yemen drew well, and sang divinely; 
but she made no very great proficiency 
in the science of music. To say trath, 
her mind was somewhat too stem, 
and somewhat too intent on other 
subjects, to surrender to that most 
jealous of accomplishments the ex- 
elusive devotion it requlres. 

But of ali her attractions, and of 
ali the evidences of her cultivated 
mind, none equalled the extraor« 
dinary grace of her conversation. 
Wholly disregarding the conventional 
leading-strings in which the minds òf 
young ladies are accustomed to be 
held — leading-strings, disguised by 
the name of "proper diffidence'' and 
" becoming modesty," — she never 
scrupled to share, nay, to lead, dis- 
cussions even of a grave and solid 
nature. Stili less did she scraple to 
adorn the common trifles that makd 
the sum of conversation with the 
fascinations of a wit, which, playful 
yet deep, rivalled even the patemal 
source from which it was inherited. ' 

It seems sometimes odd enough to 
me, that while young ladies are so 
sedulously taught the accomplish- 
ments that a husband disregards, they 
are never taught the great one he 
would prize. They are taught to be 
exhibitora; he wants a ampanion. 
He wants neither a singing animai, nor 
a drawing animai, nor a dancing 
animai; he wants a talking animai. 
But to talk they are never taught; 
ali they know of conversation- is 
slander, and that "comes by nature." 

But Constance i2ù2 talk beaùùifitUy i 
not like apedant, or a ìdtu, or a 
Frenchwoman. A child would bave 
been as much charmed with her as a 
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seholar; bnt Mh vould ,baye rhem 
charmed. Her father's eloqnejsie&had 
deacended io ker; bairin himeLoquence 
commaiided; in her it won. There 
iras another trait she possesaed in com- 
mon wiih her father : Yemen (aa-most 
disappointed men are wont) haddone 
the worid injustice by his aoeusaiionB. 
It ìfas not his poverty and his dis- 
.tresses alone whieh had ixidttoed his 
party to look coolly mi his decUnmg 
day. They were not withont some 
apparent ezouse for deeertion — they 
doubted< big sinceriiy. It is ime that 
. it iwi withont actual cause. Ifo: mo- 
dem politician had over been. m^re 
conaistent. He had refiised bribes, 
though poor ; and place, thongh am- 
.bitiouB. Bat hewaa essentially — ^here 
la the secret — essentiallyanintri^nMm^. 
Bred in the old school of polioy, he 
thonght that manosuvring was wis- 
Aom, and dupiicity the art of gorem- 



ing. like LysaBder,* he ìofveà pl&t- 
ting^yetne^eetedself-interest. Thtfre 
was not a man less open, or > more 
honest. Thisefaaracter^-sonrd-iiiall 
oountrìeSy da espeeìaily so in England. 
Yonr blunt .squires, your poUticiana 
at Bellamy% do not comiMrehead it. 
They saw in Yemon the* arts iHikh 
deceive enemies^ and they dteaded 
lesty though his friends, they tliem- 
sel¥es shoold be deeeÌTed. This dispo- 
sition, 00 fatai to Yemon, bis daaghfer 
inheriiad. With a dark, boUl,aitd 
passionate geniua, ìrìiieh iiv»ar;msa 
woidd have led to the highestienter- 
prìses, sfaelinked thefeminise love of 
secrecy and scheming. To borrow 
4igain from Plntareh and Lysander, 
" When the akin of the lien fall shost» 
she was quite of opìmon' that it ahovld 
be eked ouiwith ike fozV 
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SESHIBO INTJtODlICB]) TO OSK BBADSB'S HOnOI.— ^DIASKMUIB BXVWBm HZXSXUr 
Airn HIS VASBIB.— PXSCT QOPOLPKEH'S OBIAIOISR A8 A BOT.-mSSIS 
CAZASTBOPHB OJT HIS SOBOOL UVB. 



''Pbbot, remember that it is to- 
. morrò w you will return to school/' 
.aaid Mr. Gk>dolphin to hisonly son. 

Percypouted,and after a momentary 
silence replied, ''No, father, I think 
I shall go to Mx. Saville's. He has 
asked moto spend a month with him ; 
and he says rightly that I shall leam 
more with him than at Dr. ^ukllowell's, 
where I am already head of the sUth 
forni." 

• '* Mr. Saville is a cozcomb, and yon 
are. another ! " replied the father, who, 
dressed in an old flannel dressing- 
^wn, with a wom yelvet oap on his 
head, and cowering gloomily over a 
wretched fire, seemed no bad personi- 
.fication of that mizture of half-hypo- 



ehondrìac, haltoiaer, whieh he. 
in reality. " Bon't talkto^meof going 
to town, air, or " 

" Father,'* intemipted Percy, in^a 
cooland nonchalant tono, as heiolded 
bis arms, and looked straight.aad 
shrewdly on the pateraal faoe-^'' fa- 
tber, let us undentand each other. 
My sehooling, I suppose, ia nither an 
expensive a£^ 1 " 

" You may weU say that, air ! 'Bol- 
p^isive! — it is frightful, horrible, 
ruinousl — ^Expensive! Twentypounda 
Sryear board and Latin ; five guineas 
washing; fire more for wrìting.and 
arìthmetic. Sir, if I were noi resolved 
that you shouid not want education, 
though you may want fortune, I 
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AaM^y^ l ahonld^-*— Wbat do 
yoa meÈXk, siri— -you are laughiag! 
Ib this your reipect, your giatitude, to 
yonr&tlierr 

A sUghi sikade fell oTer the brighi 
sud iatelligent coantenaiice of the boy. 

" Doa't let US talk of gratitnde," 
aaid he, aadly; " Heayea kaows what 
either you or I bave to be gratefal 
for 1 Fortuae has left to your proud 
name but these bare walla and a band- 
fili of barren aciea ; to me abe gave a 
fether^B affidctioa— -noi auch as Nature 
•had made it> but ccampedand Boured 
by mififorto&ea." 

Here Percy paused, and bis &ther 
seemedalBostrackandaffected. "Let 
. UB»" renewedi in a lìghter strain, thia 
(fiingular boy, who.might bare paBBed, 
by some xnonths, bis sixteentb year,-*- 
" let US see if we cannot aceommodate 
xnatters to onr mutuai satìB&ctioiL 
You caa ili afibrd my sobooling, aud 
I am resolved tbat at school I wiU not 
stay. Saville ia a relatioa of ours ; be 
has takeu a.£uacy to me ; he has even 
hinted Uutt he may leave me bis for- 
tune ; and he has promiaed, at least, 
to affbrd me a home and bis tnitlon 
as longas I Uke. Qi7e me free pass- 
port hereafter to come and go as I 
list, and I in tum, will engagé never 
to cost you anotber shilling. Come, 
sir, shall it be a compact!" 

" You wound me, Percy/' said the 
father, with a mournful pride in bis 
tono ; " I bave, not deservied this, at 
least from you. You know not, boy 
— ^you know not ali tbat has hardened 
this heart ; but to you it has not been 
hard, and a taunt from you — yes, tbat 
is the serpent's tooth 1 " 

Percy in an instant was at bis 
&ther'8 feet ; heseized both his hands, 
and burst into a passionate fit of tears. 
*' Forgive me," he said, in broken 
worda ; " I — I meant not to taunt you. 
I am but a giddy boy ! — send me to 
school I— <lo with me as you will !" 

'' Ay," said the old man, shaking bis 
head gently, "you know not what 



pain a aon'a Utter nord caa Band io 
aparent'ahaart But it is ali naturai, 
perfeotly naturali Youwouldreproaidì 
me with a loro of money, it ìb the sin 
to which yonth is the least lenient 
But what 1 ean I look round the woild 
and not Bee its vaine, its neeoBaity 1 
Year after year, from my first man- 
hood, I bare toUed and toiled to pre- 
serve from the hammer these last 
remnanta of my aaeestor'B domains. 
Year after year fortune haa slipped 
from my grasp; and, after ali my 
effbrts, and towardB the dose of a 
long Ufo, I Btand on the very verge 
of penury. But you cannot teli— 4io 
man whoBO heart is not seared with 
many yearB oan idi, or oan appreoiate, 
the motives tbat bave formed my 
eharaeter. '* You, however," — and bis 
voice softened as he laid his hand on 
his son's head — ^"you, however, — the 
gay, the bold, the yonng,— «honld not 
bave your brow crossed and your eye 
dimmed by the cares tbat surround 
me. Gol I will aooompany you to 
town ; I will see Saville mjself. If 
he be onewith whom my son can, at 
so tender an age, be safely trusted, 
you shall pay him the visit you wish." 

Perey would bave replied, but hia 
father checked him; and befòrethe 
end of the evening, the &ther had 
resolved to foiget as much as he 
pleased of the conversation. 

The elder Qodolphin was one of 
those charaoters on whom it is vain 
to attempt making a permanent im- 
pression. Tl^e habits of his mind were 
durably formed: like waters, they 
yielded to any sudden intrusion, but 
closed instantly again. Early in Ufo 
he had been taught that he ought to 
many an heiress for the benefit of 
his estate — his ancestral estate; the 
restorationof whieh he had been bred 
to consider the grand object and am- 
bition of Ufo. His views had been 
strangely baffled ; but the more they 
were thwarted the more pertinaciously 
be clung to them. Naturally kind 
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generouB, and social, lie had sank, at 
length, into the anchorìte and the 
miser. Ali other speculations that 
should retrìeve his ancestnd honours 
had failed : bnt there is one specala- 
tion that never fails — the specalation 
of saving ! It was to this that he now 
indisfiolublj attached himself. At 
moments he was open to ali his old 
habits ; but sach moments were rare 
and few. A cold, hard, frosty penu- 
riousness was his prevalent charac- 
teristic. He had sent his son, with 
eighteenpence in his pocket, to a 
school of twenty:poiindsa-year ; where, 
naturally enough, he leamed nothing 
but mischief and cricket : jet he con- 
ceived that his son owed him eternai 
obligatlons. 

Luckily for Percy, he was an espe- 
cìal favourite with a certain not uncele- 
brated characterof the nameof Saville ; 
and Saville claimed the priyilege of a 
relation to supply him with money and 
receive him at his home. Wild, pas- 
sionate, fond to ezcess of pleasure, the 
young Godolphin canght eagerly at 
these occasionai visits; and at each 
his mind^ keen and penetrating as it 
naturally was, took new flights and 
revelled in new views. He was already 
the leader of his school^ the torment 
of the master, and the lover of the 
master's daughter. He was sixteen 
years old, but a character. A secret 
pride, a secret bittemess, and an open 
wit and recklessncss of hearing, ren- 



dered him to ali seeming a boy more 
endowed with energies than affections. 
Yet a kind word from a friend's lips 
was neverwithout ita effect on him, 
and he might have been led by the 
silk while he would bare snapped the 
chain. But these were his boyish 
traits of mind : the world soon altered 
them. 

The subject of the visit to Saville 
was not again touched upon. A little 
reflection shewed Mr. Godolphin how 
nugatory were the promises of a school- 
boy that he should not cost his father 
another shilling; and he knew that 
Saville s house was not ezactly the spot 
in which economy was best leamed. 
He thought it, therefore, more pni- 
dent that his son should return to 
school. 

To school went Percy Godolphin ; 
and about three weeks afterwards, 
Percy Godolphin was condemned to 
ezpulsion for retuming, with con- 
siderable unction, a slap in the &ce 
that he had received from Dr. Sballo- 
well. Instead of waiting for his fìither^s 
arrivai, Percy made up a small bundle 
of clothes, let himself drop, by the 
help of the bed-curtains, from the 
wìndow of the room in which he was 
confined, and towards the dose of a 
fine summer's evenìng, found himself 
on the highroad between *♦** and 
London, with independence at his 
heart and (Saville's last gift) ten 
guineas in his pocket 



CHAPTER IV. 



PEEOY 8 FIRST ADVENTUBE AS A FBSB AOEKT. 



It was a fine, picturesque outline of 
road on. which the young outcast found 
himself joumeying, whithèr he neither 
knew nor cared. His heart was full 
of enterprise and the unfleshed vak>ur 
ofinexperience. He had proceeded 



several miles, and the dusk of the even- 
ing was setting in, when he observed a 
stage coach crawling heavily up a bill, 
a little a-head of him, and a tali, well- 
shaped man, walking alongside of it, 
and gesticnlating somewhat violently. 
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Oodolphin remarked him with some 
curìosity; and the man, tuming 
abrnptly round, perceired, and in hU 
tum noticed very inquisitively, the per- 
8on and aspect of the young traveller. 

"And how nowl" said he, pre- 
aently, and in an agreeable though 
fiuniliar and unceremoniouB tene of 
voice ; " whither are you bonnd this 
timeofdayr' 

** It Ì8 no business of yours, friend/' 
said the boy, with the proud petu- 
lance of bis age; '' mind what belongs 
to yourself." 

*' You are sharp on me, young sir," 
retumed the other : " but it is our 
business to be loquacious. Enow, 
sir," — and the stranger frowned — 
'' that we bave ordered many a taller 
fellow than yourself to execution, for 
a much smaller insolence than you 
seem capable of." 

A laugh from the coach caused 
Godolphin to lift up bis eyes, and he 
saw the door of the vehicle half open, 
as if for coolness, and an arch female 
^ice looking down on him. 

" You are merry on me, I see," said 
Percy; "comeout, and l'il be even 
with you, pretty one." 

The lady laughed yet more loudly 
at the premature gallantry of the 
traveller, but the man, without heed- 
ìng ber, and laying bis band onPercy's 
fihoulder, said — 

" Pray, sir, do you live at B**** 1" 
naming the town they were now 
approaching. 

" Net I,'* said Godolphin, freeing 
faimself from the intru»on. 

" You will, perbaps, sleep there V* 
' , '* Perbaps I shaU." 

** You are too young to travel alone.** 

" And you are too old to make such 
impertinentremarks,"retorted Godol- 
phin, reddening with anger. 

" Faith, I like this spirit, my Hot- 
spur," said the stranger, coolly. " If 
you are really going to put up for 
the night at B****, suppose we sup 
togetherV' 



"And who and what are youl" 
asked Percy, bluntly. 

" Anything and everything ! in 
other words, an actor I " 

" And the young lady 1" 

" Is our prima donna. In fact, 
except our driver, the coach holds 
none but the ladies and gentlemen of 
our company. We bave made aa 
excellent harvest at A****, and we 
we are now on our way to the theatre 
at B**** ; pretty theatre it is, too, 
and bas been known to hold seventy- 
one pounds eight shillings." Here 
the actor fell into a reveiy ; and Percy, 
moving nearer to the coach-door, 
glanced at the damsel, who retumed 
the look with a laugh which, though 
coquettish, was too low and musical 
to be called bold. 

" So that gentleman, so free and easy 
in bis manners, is not your husband 'i** 

" Heaven forbid ! Do you think I 
shouid be so gay if be werel Buty 
pooh ! what can you know of married 
lifel Noi" she continued, with a 
pretty air of mock dignity ; " I am 
the Belvidem, the Ceduta, of the 
company ;—above ali control, ali- bus- 
banding, and reaping tbirty-tbree 
sbillings a-week." 

" But are you above lovers as well 
as husbandsV asked Percy, with a 
rakisb air, borrowed from Saville. 

" Bless the boy I No : but then my 
lovers must be at least as tali, and at 
least as rich, and, I am afraid, at 
least as old, as myself." 

*• Don't frigbten yourself, my dcar,** 
retumed Percy ; " / was not about to 
make love to you." 

" Were you not 1 Yes, you were, 
and you know it But why will not 
you sup with US?" 

" Why not, indeed 1 " thougbt Percy, 
as the idea, tbus more enticingly put 
than it was at first, pressed upon him. 
" If yott ask me," said he, " I will." 

" I do ask you, then," said the 
actress ; and here the bero of the com- 
pany tumed abraptly round with a 
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theatrìeal start» and ezoiaimed, ** To 
sup or noi to sup 1 tfaat is the question.*' 

" To sap^ BÌr/' said Godolphin. 

" Very well ! I am glad to bear it. 
Had you not better.moant^ and rest 
yottrself in the ooach? You caa take 
my plac&-^I am studymg a new part 
Wehave two jnilea ferthir to JB**** 
yet" 



Perey soe^ted the -ìaprìàik&m, aiid 
was seon by the side of the protty 
aetress. The horses broke loto a aloir 
trot, and thus, delighted with bis ad- 
venture, the son of the asoetic Godol- 
phin, the pupil of the eourtly Saviile, 
entered the town of B****, and oom- 
meneed bis first independent .cui- 
paign in <^ grecA world. 



CHAPTER V. 

THB XmiMEBS. — CMDeCLVHIK IH LOTI. — THS BRFBei OF VKSfWZ XI&LOiaXB^S 
ÀfSNXGt UVON HU.— 7HB> TWO 0I«EKab-~€K>D0I«rHIir QUITB VHB PLATB18. 



OcTB trav^dler» stopped at the first inn 
in the outskirts of the town. Here 
they were sbowninto a hkige roem on 
the ground-floor, sanded, with a long 
.table in the oentre; aad, beibre the 
Bftpper waa served, Percy had leisore 
to exanùne ali the companions with 
wham he had associated bimself. 

In the first place, there was an old 
gentleman^ of the ageof sixty-tbree, 
in a bob-wig^and inoUned to he stout, 
who always played the lover. He 
was equally excellent in. the pensile 
i^omeo and the bostling ^|>ù:?. He 
had an ili way of talking off the stage, 
partly beoause he had lost ali bis fcont 
teeth : a circnmstanoe which made 
him ayoidy in general, those parts in 
which he had to force a great deal of 
laughter. Kext, there was a little 
girl, of about fourteen, who played 
tangels, fitiries, and at a pmch, was 
very effective as an old woman. 
Thirdly, there was our free-and-easy 
cavalier, who, having a loud voice 
and a manly presence, usually per- 
formed the tyrant. He was great in 
''Hacbeth," greater io. ''Bombastes 
iFarioso." Fourthly^ carne this gen- 
tleznan's wìfe, a pretty, slattemish 
woman, much paànted. She usually 
perfonned the second female — the 
confidant, the chambermaid — the 



EmUia to the Desd^mowju And fif thly, 
was Peroy's.new inamorata» — a girlof 
about one«nd>twenty, fiiir, with.a»nes 
retroussé : beautif uraubom hair, that 
was always a little disherelled; the 
prefctiest mouth, teeth, ajad dimple 
imaginable; a naturai colour; and a 
person that promised to incline heie- 
after towards that roundness of pso- 
portion which is more dear to the 
sensual tfaan the romantic. This giri, 
whose name was Panny MiUinger, 
was of so £rauk, good-huaioured, and 
lirely a tum, that she was.the idol of 
the whole company, and her snpe- 
riority in acting was never made > a 
matter of jealousy. Actors, may.be- 
lieve this, orìnot> as they please. 

" But is this ali your company 1*' 
said Percy. ' 

" AU I no »'* leplifòd Fanny, taking 
off ber bpnoet, and curting up .hffr 
tresses by the help of a dìm glass. 
" The rest are provided at the theatre 
aloQg with the candle-anuffer and 
scene-shifters ; — part of the fixed prò- 
perty. Why won't ^ev take to the 
stage ? I wish yen would ! you wottld 
make a veiy respectable-^page." 

" TJpon my word !" said Percy, ex- 
ceedingly ofiended. 

" Come, come !'' otied the actress, 
clapping ber bands, and perfectly.un- 
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.InediDf Ili» diqdeaiiixe— " Whj don't 

yon help me off with my cloak^why 

don't yoa setmo a chairl— why don't 

.yoQ take tMs great box cut of my 

way? — why don't you Heaven 

help me !" and shestamped her little 
foot qaite aexàously on the floor. "A 
•preity pereon for a lorer you are !" 

", Oho ! then I am a lover, you 
adu&owledgel" 

" l^onaenBe I-*get a ehair next me 
ai Bupper." 

The young Oodolphin wtm perfectly 
Aacioatod by the Uvely actress ; aad 
it Tras wlth^no H&all interest that he 
.Btationed himself the foUowiag night 
. in tìie stage^box of the little theatre 
at * * *, io see how<hÌ8 Fanny acted. 
The house waa tolerably well fiUed, 
a&d the play was '^She Stoops to 
Oonquer." The male parts were, on 
the whale, respectably managed; 
though Fercy waa somewhat surprised 
to obserre that a man^ who had joined 
the oorps that moming, blessed with 
the mofit solemn oountenance in the 
world — a fine Boman nose^ and a fore- 
head like a sage's— was now dresaed 
in nankeen tights, and a coat without 
akirts, splitting the sides of the gal- 
leiy in the part of Tony Lumpkin, 
Bat into the herolne, Fanny Millinger 
threw a grace, a sweetness, a simple, 
yet dignified spìrit of true love, that 
at once charmed and astonished ali 
present. The applauso wasnnbounded ; 
and Percy Godolphin felt proud of 
himself for haying admiredone whom 
' every one else seemed also resolved 
ni>Qn admixìng. 

When the comedy was finiahed^ he 
. went behind the scenes, and for the 
first time felt the rank which intellect 
bestows. This idle girl, with whom 
he had before been so fkmiltar; who 
had seemed to him, boy as he was, 
only made for jeating, and coquetry, 
<and trìfling, he now felt to be raised 
to a sudden eminence that startled 
and abashed hipi. He became shy 
and awkward, and stood at a distance 



atealing a-ginnlDe towaiés. her, bnt 
without the counge to approaohand 
eompUment her. 

The qnick eye of the aetraw de- 
tected the eflfect ahe had prodoeed. 
She was natnndly pleased at it, àÉd 
ooming up to Godolphin, ahe tonthed 
bis ehoulder, aad with a amile rea- 
dered stUl more briUiantby the rouge 
yetunwaahedfivmi the dim^edcfaeeka, 
said — "Well, most awkward swaia? 
no flattery ready for mei Qo to! 
you won't auit me : get yoiunélf 
another empress 1" 

'' You bave pleaaedmeinto reapeat- 
ing you," aaid Gf>delphm. 

There waa a delicacy in the eacpfea- 
fiion that was veiy charaotoriatic 4>f 
the real mindof the speaker, the«gh 
that mind waa not3f«tdeTek>ped ; and 
the pretty actreaa was touched by«it 
at the moment, though, despite the 
grace of her actbig, ahe was by sature 
far too volatile to think itatall«d- 
yantageous to bensQTMtocion'the long 
run. She did not aet in the 'after- 
piece, and Godolphin eaeorted her 
home to the inn. 

So long as bis ten guineas lasted— 
which the reader will conceive was 
not verylong — Godolphin stayed with 
the gay troop, as the welcome lover 
of its chief omament. To her he 
confided bis name and hlstory: she 
laughed heartily at the latter — for she 
was one of Yenus's true cbildren, fond 
of striking mirth out of ali subjects. 
" Bttt what," said ahe, patting bis 
cheek affectionately, '^what ahould 
hinder you firom joining us for a little 
wfaile ì I could teach you to be aa 
actor in three leasons. Come now, 
attendi It is but a mere series of 
tricks, thia art that Msma to you so 
admirable." 

Godolphin grewembarrassed. There 
was in him a sort of hiddenprìde that 
could xkever endnre to subject itself 
to the censure of others. Ho. had' no 
propensity to imitation, and he had a 
strong suBceptibility tothe ridiculous. 
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These traits of mind thns early deve- 
loped — which in later life prevented 
hls ever finding fit scope for bis 
naturai powers, which made him too 
proud io biistle and too philosophical 
to shine — ^were of serrice to him on 
this occasion^ and preserved him from 
the danger into which he might 
otherwise have fallen. _ He couid not 
be persuaded to act : the fair Fanny 
gave iip the attempt in despair. 
'* Yet stay with ns/* said she, ten- 
derly, " and share my poor eamings." 

Godolphin started; and in the 
wonderful contradictions of the proud 
human heart, thÌB generous offer firom 
the poor actress gare him a distaste, 
a displeasure, that ahnost reconciled 
him to parting from ber. It seemed 
to open to him at once the equivocai 
mode of life he had entered upon. 
" No, Fanny," said he, after a pause, 
''I am bere because I resolved to 
be independent : I cannot, therefore, 
choose dependence." 

" Hiss Millinger is wanted instantly 
for rehearsal," said the little girl 
who acted fairies and old women. 



putting ber head suddenly into the 
room. 

''Bless me \" cried Fanny, starting 
up; "is it so latel Well, I must 
go now. Good-by! look in upon 
US—do r 

But Godolphin, moody and thonght* 
fui, walked into the sl^t ; and lo ! 
the first thing that greeted bis eyes 
was a bandbill on the wall, describing 
bis own person, and offering twènty 
guineas reward for bis detention. 
" Let him return to bis afflicted pa- 
rent," was the conclusion of the bill, 
"and ali shall be forgiven." 

Godolphin crept back to bis apart* 
ment ; wrote a long, affectionate let- 
tor to Fanny ; enclosed ber bis watcb, 
as the only keepsake in bis power ; 
gaye ber bis address at Sayille's ; and 
then, towards dusk, once more sallied 
fortb, and took a place in the mail 
for London. He had no money for 
bis passage, but bis appearance was 
such that the coachman readily 
trusted him ; and the next moming 
at daybreak be was under Saville*a 
roof. 



CHAPTEB VI. 

PEKCY OODOLPHnr THE GUEST OF SATILLE. — BE EKTEBS THE UFE OVARDS, 

AND BECOMSS THE FASHION. 



"Akd so," said Saville, laughing, 
" you reaUy gave them the slip : ex- 
cellent ! But I en?y you your adven- 
tures with t}ie player folk. Gad ! if 
I were some years younger, 1 would 
joln them myself ; I sbould act 8%r 
Pertinax Mau^ycophanb famously; I 
bave a touch of the mime in me. 
Well! but what do you propose to 
do ! — ^live with me ì — eh ! " 

« Why, I think that might be the 
best, and certainly it would be the 
pleasantest, mode of passing my life. 
But- 



«} 



«But what r 

" Why, I can scarcely quarter myself 
on your courtesy ; 1 should soon grow 
discontented. So I shall write to my 
father, whom I, kindly and consi« 
derately, by the way, informed of my 
safety the very first day of my arrivai 
at B * * • ♦. I told him to direct bis 
lettera to your house ; but I regret to 
find that the bandbill which so fright- 
ened me from my propriety is the 
only notice he has deigned to take 
of my whereabout. I shall write 
to him therefore again, begging 
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him io lei me entor tbe anny. 
It Ì8 noi a prof(BMÌon I mach fancy ; 
bui, what then 1 I ihall be my own 
master." 

" Yeiy well said 1 " answered Sarille ; 
"and here I hope I can serre you. 
If your iather wiU pay the lawful aum 
for a commiBsion in the Quardfl, why, 
I think I have interest to get you 
in for that sum alone*-no trifling 
fevour." 

Godolphin was enchanted at this 
proposai, and instantly wrote to his 
father, urging it strongly upon him ; 
SaTille, in a separate epistle, seconded 
the motion. "You see/' wrote the 
latter, — "you see, my dear air, that 
your Bon is a wild, resolute scapegrace. 
You can do nothing with him by 
schoois and coercion : put him to dis- 
cipline in the king*s sernce, and con- 
demn him to live on his pay. It is a 
cheap mode, after ali, of providing for 
a. reprobate ; and as he will have the 
good fortune to enter the army at so 
early an age, by the timo he is thirty, 
he may be a colonel on full pay. 
Seriously, this is the best thing you 
can do with him,-— uniess you have 
a liying in your family." 

The old gentleman was much dis- 
composed by these letters, and by his 
son's previous elopement He couid 
not, however, but foresee, that if he 
resisted the boy's wishes, he was likely 
to have a troublesome time of it. 
Scrape after scrape, difficulty foUow- 
ing difficulty, might ensue, ali costing 
both anxiety and money. The present 
offer fumished him with a &ir ezcuse 
for ridding himself, for a long time to 
come, of further provision for his off- 
spring ; and now growing daily more 
and more attached to the indolent 
routine of solitary economies in which 
he moved, he was glad of an opportu- 
nity to deliver himself from future 
interruption, and surrender his whole 
poul to his favourile occupation. 

.At length, after a fortnight's delay 
and meditation, he wrote shortly to 



Saville and his aon; saying, after 
much reproaoh to the latter, tliat if 
the oommission coald really be pur- 
chased at the sum specified, he was 
willing to make a sacrifioe, for which 
&e must pinch himself, and conclude 
the business. This touched the son, 
but Saville laughed him out of the 
twinge of good feeling; and very 
shortly afterwards, Percy Oodolphin 
was gazetted as a comet in the — 
Life-Ouards. 

The life of a soldier, in peaee, is in- 
dolent enough, Heaven knows ! Percy 
liked the new uniforms and the new 
horses— ali of which were bought on 
credit He liked his new companions ; 
he liked balla ; he liked flirting ; he 
did not dislike Hyde Park from four 
o*clock till six ; and he was not very 
much bored by drills and parade. It 
was much to bis credit in the world 
that he was the protégé of a man who 
had so great a chaiacter for profligacy 
and gambling as Augustus Saville ; 
and under such auspioes he found 
himself launched at once into the full 
tide of "good society." 

Young, romantic, high-spirited — 
with the classic features of an Anti- 
nous, and a very pretty knack of 
complimenting and writing verses— 
Percy Oodolphin soon became, while 
yet more fit in years for the nursery 
than the world, " the curled darling " 
of that Wide class of high-bom women 
who have nothing to do but to bear 
love madc to them,and who, ali artiiìce 
themselves, think the love sweetest 
which springs from the most naturai 
Bouree. They like boyhood when it 
is not bashful ; and from sizteen to 
twenty, a Juan need scarcely go to 
Saville to find a Julia. 

But love was not the worst danger 
that menaced the intozicated boy. 
Saville, the most seductive of tutor» 
— Saville who, in his wit, his hon ton, 
his control over the great world, 
scemed as a god to ali less ele- 
vated and less aspiring, — Saville was 



14 



GODOLPHIN. 



GkMlolplìm'^ constAut coxÉpMÓon ; and 
Sayìlle was worse than a profligate — 
he wa& A gambler ! One wonld think 
that gamiag wasi the last- vice that 
coold fascinate the yoiing : ita avariee, 
its grasping, its hideous selfifthnesa, 
itscold^ calculating meanness, would, 
one nrìght imagìne^ scare away aU'vrho 
have yet other aad sflfterdeities to wor- 
chip. Baty in fact, the &xilt of yonth ìb, 
thatit cali rarely reaist whateTer is the 
Mode. Gaming, in ali conntries, is 
the vice of an aìristocracy. The yonng 
£nd it already establìshed in thebest 
circlea; they are enticed by the habii 
of others, and mined ìHita the habit 
becomea their own. 

"You look feveri&fa, Percy," said 
Saville, aa he met bis pnpil in the 
Park* '' I don't wonder at ìt : yon 
lost infemally last night'^ 

"Kore than I can pa^/' replied 
Peiey, with a qtUverio^ lip. 

"No! you shall payit to-morrow, 
for you sball go shares with me to- 
night. Obserre/' continned Saville, 
loirering' bis Toice, " I neverhae" 

"How! neverr 

" l^ever, unless by design. I play 



at no game whene ciiance only jn^** 
sides. Whist is my faToarìte game : 
it is not popular : I am sony for it I 
take up with other games, I am forced-* 
to do it ; bnt, even at rouge et naìr, 
I carry about with me the rules of 
whist. I calcnlate— I remember.'' 

** Bui haxcBTdP'* 

" I never play at that! " said ^tville, 
solemnly. " It is the deril^ game; ì% 
defies skilL Forsake haaaard, and lei 
me teaoh yon éearté; it is comiiig 
into fashion." 

SaTille took great pains with Go- 
dolphin ; and Godolphin, who wbb by 
nature of a contemplative, not hasiy ■ 
mood, was no superfìdal d^seiple. Aa ' 
bis biographer, I grieve to eonfess, 
that he beeame, thongh a ptinctìli- 
ously honest; a wise and fortunate - 
gamester; and thus heeked ovt he- ' 
times the stender profits of a subal* 
tem's pay. 

ThÌB was the first great deteriom- 
tion in Percy'B-mind — a mind wladi 
ougfat to haye made him ayerycHf- 
ferent being irom what he beeane^ 
but which no vic^ no evil example, 
conld ever entirely peirert. 



CHAPTER TU. 

S&YIIilB KZC^Sia» VOR HATIKO HTTMAK AFFKCTIOKS.— <K>I>0L!PBIir 8EKS OKS 
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Sayiuub waa deemed the consum- 
mate man of the world — wise and 
heartleas. How carne he to take such 
gratuitous paina with the boy Godol- 
phinl In the first pkoe, Saville had 
no legitimate children; Godolphin 
was hia relation : in the «econd place, 
it may be obserred, that hackneyed 
and sated men of the world are fond 
of the young, in whom they reoognise 
Bomething — a better something— ^be- 
longing to themselves. In Godo!» 
phtn'B gentleness and courage, Saville 



thought he saw themirror of hisown 
crusted urbanity and scheming per- 
sererance; in Godolphin's fine ima- 
gination andsubtle intellect he beheld 
bis own cunning and hypocrìsy. The 
boy's popularity flattered him ; the 
boy's conversation amused. Ko maa 
is so heartless but that he is eapable 
of strong likinga, when they do not 
put him much out of hi» way : it was 
this sort of liking that Saville had for 
Godolphin. Besides^ there was ydt 
aaother reason for attaduaent^ ytìdek 
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ÌDÌght tX first Be«m too déli«ate io 
actuaie the^ refined vduptDaiy; bnt 
exftxnined olosely, th« delkaex ^^ 
niflhed. Sanile had loved, at leaat 
ÌM offered hia band to— Godolphixi'B 
XBlblber^ahe vas «uppostdan heiress 1) 
He thought he had just missed being 
CMolphin'a father : hia yanity made 
him like to ahow th« boy what a mnch 
bette» &th«r he woald bave been 
tban the one that Proridenee had 
given him. His reaeniment, too, 
against the accepted suitor^made him 
loro to exercise a little spiteful re- 
venge against Oodolphin's &ther : he 
ynm glad to ahow that the aon preferred 
vhere the mother r^ected. AH theee 
xnetìyeB comlÀned made Saville take, 
aa it ifere, to the young Percy ; and 
being rich, and habitually profuse, 
thoiigh prudent, and a shrewd specu- 
lator withal, the pecuniary part of his 
kindness cost him no pain. But 
Godolphin, who was not ostentatious, 
did not trust himself largely to the ' 
capricious fount of the worldling's' 
generosity. Fortune smiled on ber, 
boyish Yotary ; and during the short 
timo he was obliged to cultirate ber | 
favours, showered on him, at least a 
sniBciency for supporta or eren for 
display. 

Growded with fine people, and 
blizinguntb light, were the rooms of 

the Countess of B , as, flushed 

firom a late dinner at Saville's, young 
Godolphin made his appearance in 
the scene. He iras not of those nu- 
znerous gentlemen, the stock-flowers 
of the parterre, who stick themselves 
np against walls in the panoply of 
neckclothed silence. He came not to 
balls, from the vulgar motiye of being 
seen' there in the most conspicuous 
situation — a motivo so apparent 
among the stiff ezquisites of Eng* 
land. He came to amuse himself; 
and if he found no one capable 
of amusing him, he saw no neces- 
sity in staying. He was always seen, 
therefore, conrersing, or dancing, 



or listeniiig to mule— or he was 
not seen at ali. 

In exchanging a few words with a 
Colonel D , a noied rtnié a&d 
gamester, he obserfed, gaiing oublm 
veiy intently-HOid as Percy thought, 
veryrudely — an old gentleman in a- 
dress of the last centuiy. Tum where 
he would, Godolphin could not rid 
himself of the gazo ; so at length he 
met it with a look of equal scrutiny 
and courage. The old gentleman 
slowlyapproacbed, "Percy Godolphin, 
I think r said he. 

"That is my name, t&r,^* repUed 
Percy. " Yours * 

" Ufo matter ! Tet stay ! you shall 
know it. I am Henry Johnitone^- 
old Harry Johnatone. You bare 
heard of himl — your fiither^s firit 
cousin. Well, I grieve, young sir, to 
find that you associate with that rascal 
Saville. — Nay, never interrupt me, 
sir ! — I grieve to find that you, tbus 
young, thus unguarded, are left to be 
ruined in heart and corrupted in na- 
ture by any one who will take the 
trouble t Yet I like your counteoance I 
— I like your countenance! — it is 
open, yet thoughtful ; frank, and yet 
it has something of melancholy. You 
bave not Charles's coloured hair; but 
you are much younger — much. I am 
glad I bave seen you ; I came bere on 
purpose ; good night ! " — and without 
waiting for an answer, the old man 
disappeared. 

Godolphin, recovering his surprìse, 
recoUected that he had ofben heard 
bis father speak of a rich and eccen- 
trio relation named Jobnstone : thia 
singular interview made a strong but 
momentary impression on him. He 
intended to seek out the old man*B 
residence ; but one thing or another 
drove away the fulfilment of the in- 
tention, and in this world the relations 
never met again. 

Percy, now musingly gliding through 
the crowd, sank luto a seat beside a 
lady of forty-five, who sometimes 
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amused henelf in making love io him 
— because there could be no harm in 
Buch a mere boy! — and presently 
afterwards, a Lord George Somebody 
sauntering up, asked the lady if he had 
not seen her ai the play on the pre- 
TÌ0U8 night. 

" Oh, yes I we went to see the new 
actress. How pretty &he ìb l — bo un- 
affected too ; — how well she sings ! " 

" Pretty well— er ! " replied Lord 
George, passing bis band throngh bis 
bair. "Very nice girl — er! — good 
ankles. Devilisb hot — er, is not it — 
er— ^r ì What a bore this is : eh ! 
Ah ! Godolphin ! don*t forgot Wat- 
tier's — er!" and bis lordship er^d 
bimself off. 

" What actress is this 1" 

"Oh, a very good one, indeed! — 



carne ont in ' The Belle*8 Stratagem. ' 
We are going to see ber to-morrow : 
wili yon dine with us early, and be 
oor cavalìer ì " 

. '' Nothing wiU please me more ! 
Tour ladysbipbas droppedyourband- 
kerchiefl" 

" Thank yon ! " aaid the lady, bend- 
ing till her bair touched Godolphin's 
cheek, and gently pressing the hand 
that was extended to her. It was a 
wonder that Godolphin neyer became 
a coxoomb. 

. He dined at Wattier's the next day 
according to appointment: he vent 
to the play ; and at the moment bis 
eye first tumed to the stage, an uni* 
Tersal burst of applause indicated the 
entrance of the new actress — ^Fanny 
Millinger ! 
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Now this eyent prodnced a great 
influence over Godolphin*s babits — 
and I suppose, therefore, I may add, 
over bis character. He renewed bis 
acquaintance with the lively actress. 

" What a change ! " cried both. 

"The stroUing player rìsen into 
cel^brity ! ** 

"And the runaway boy polished 
into fashion ! ** 

"You are handsoiner than ever, 
Panny." 

" I return the compliment," replied 
Fanny, with a curtsey. 

And now Godolphin became a Con- 
stant attendant at the theatre. This 
led him into a mode of life quite 
different from that which he had 
lately cultivated. 

There are in London two scts of 
idle men : one set, the butterflies of 
balls; the loungers of the regular 



walks^of society; diners out; the 
" old fiimiliar faces," seen everywhere, 
known to every one : the other set, a 
more wild, irr^gular, careless race, who 
go little into parties, and vote balls a 
nuisance ; who lire in clubs ; Irequent 
theatres; drive about late o'nights 
in mysterious-looking vehicles, and 
enjoy a vast acquaintance among the 
Aspasìas of pleasure. These are the 
men who are the critics of theatricals : 
black-neckclothed and well-booted, 
they sit in their bozes and decide on 
the ankles of a dancer or the voice of 
a singer. They bave a smattering of 
literature, and use a great deal of 
French in their conversation : they 
bave something of romance in their 
composition, and bave been known to 
marry fo;- love. In short, there is in' 
their wh'ole nature, a more roving^ 
liberal, Continental character of dissi- 
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pation, than belongs io the cold, tame, 
dall, prìm, hedge-clipped indolence of 
more national ezquiBitiam. Into thia 
aet, cut of the other set, fell young 
Godolphin ; and oh t the meny moni- 
ings at actreases' hoasea; the jorial 
auppen after the play ; the buoyaney, 
the brilliancy, the esprU, vith which 
the hours, from niidnight to cockcrow, 
were often pelted with roBe-leavea and 
drowned in Bheniah. 

By degreea, howeyer, as Godolphin 
warmed into hie attendance at the 
playhouseB, the fine intellectnal some- 
thing that lay yet undestroyed at hia 
heart stirred up emotions which he 
felt his more vulgar aasociates vere 
unfitted to share. 

There is that in theatrical repreaen- 
tation which perpetually awakena 
whatever romance belonga to onr 
character. The magic lighta; the 
pomp of acene ; the palaoe, the camp; 
the foreat; the midnight wold; the 
moonlight reflected on the water; the 
melody of the tragic rhythm; the 
grace of the comic wit; the atrange 
art that givea auch meaning to the 
poet'a lighteat word; — ^the fair, falae, 
ezciting life that ia detailed before uà 
— crowding into acme three little 
honra ali that ourmoat buayambition 
could deaire — love, enterprìae, war, 
glory! the kindling exaggeration of 
the aentimenta which belong to the 



atage — ^like onr own in onr boldeat 
momenta: ali theae appeala to ou^ 
finer aenaea are not made in rain. 
Onr taate for caistle-building and 
visiona deepena upon uà ; and we chew 
a montai opium which atagnatea ali 
the other CÌcoltieB, but wakena that of 
the ideal. 

Godolphin waa pecnliarlyfaacinated 
by the atage ; he loved to ateal away 
from hia companiona, and, alone, and 
unheeded, to feaat hia mind on the 
unreal atream of eziatence that mir- 
rored imagea ao beautiful. And oh ! 
while yet we are young— while yet the 
dew Ungerà on the green leaf of aprìng 
— ^while ali the brighter, the more 
enterpriaing part of the future ia to 
come — ^while we know not whether 
the trae life may not he yiaionaiy and 
ezcited aa the ialae — ^how deep and 
rich a tranaport ia it to aee, to feel, to 
hèar Shakapeare'a conceptiona made 
(tetucU, though ali imperfectly, and 
only for an hour ! Sweet Arden I are 
we in thy forcati — thy "ahadowy 
grovea and unfrequented glena 1" 
Roaalind, Jaquea, Orlando, bare you 
indeed a being upon earthl Ah! 
thia ia trae enchantment 1 and when 
we tum back to life, we tum from 
the coloura which the Claude glaaa 
breathea over a winter*a landacape 
to the nakedneaa of the landacape 
itself! 
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BuT then, it ia not alwaya a auatainer 
of the atage deluaion to be enamoured 
of an actreaa : it takea uà too much 
behind the acenea. Godolphin felt 
thia ao atrongly that he liked thoae 
playa leaat in which Fanny performed. 
Off the atage her character had ao 
No. 132. 



little romance, that he could not de- 
ceive himaelf into the romance of her 
character before the lampa. Luckily, 
however, f anny did not attempt 
Shakapeare. She waa inimitable in 
vaudeville, in &rce, and in the lighter 
comedy ; but ahe had pradently aban* 
e 2 
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doned tragedy in doecrting the bam. 
She was a girl of miiQh taleni a&d 
qoicknefiB, and dìscovered ezactìy the 
paths in which ber vanitj could walk 
ivithout being woimded. And there 
iTBS a simplicity, a franknesa, about 
ber manner, ihat made ber a most 
agreeable companion. 

The attacbment between ber and 
Godolpbin WBS not very violent; it 
iras a ailken tie^ vbicb opporinnity 
could knit and anap a bondred timea 
over witbottt doing mneb wrong io 
tiie beartfi it so lighily united Over 
Godolpbin tbe attacbinent itaelf bad 
no inàuenoe, wbile tbe efeete of tbe 
attacbment bad an influoioe so great 

One nìgbt, after an abe^iee iirom 
town of two or tbree days, Godolpbin 
retumed bome from tbe tbeatre, and 
found among tbe lettere waiting bis 
artiv&l one from bis fiUber. It was 
■edged ^tb black ; tbe seal, too, irals 
black. Gbdolpbin'a beart mi^gave 
bim : iremblingly be opened it^ and 
readasfoUows: — 



''Bbak Psrct, 

" I bare news for you, wbicb 
I do not know wbetber I sbould cali 
good or bad. On the one band, your 
cousin, tbat old oddity, Harry Jobn- 
stone, is dead, and baa left you, ont of 
bis immense fortune, tbe poor sum of 
twenty tbousand pounds. But mark ! 
on condition tbat you leave tbe Gnards, 
and eitber reside witb me, or at least 
leave London, till your majority is 
attai^ied. If you refuse tbese condi- 
tions you lose the legacy. It is ratber 
strange that this curious chaVacter 
sbould take sucb pains witb your 
morals, and yet not leave me a single 
shilling. But justice is out of fistsbion 
nowadays; your showy virtues only 
are tbe rage. I beg, if you cbooee to 
come down bere, that you wUl get me 
twelve yards of bouse-flannel ; I en- 
close a pattern of the quality. Snugg, 
in Oxford Street, near Tottenbam 
Court Boad, is my man. It is eer- 



taaaJiy a bandsome tbiag in <dd Jolmr 
stono : but so odd to omit me. How 
did you get aequainted witb biml 
The twenty* tboufiand poimds will, 
bowever^ do mueb for tbe poor pn»- 
perty. Fray take care of li^ Penpyi— 
pray do. 

" I bave bad a tendi of tiifi goiit> &r 
tbe first time. I bave been too loxn- 
lioQS : by pxoper abstinenee, I tmat 
to bring it down. GQiiq)limfiDtfl to 
tluit sniiBiolfa xogne» SaviUe. 

"^Toiff afieetioBate,^ 

"P.S.— Diachafged Old Bally &r 
flirting witb tbe butcber's boy: flirta- 
tions of that sort make meat weig^ 
mocb beavìer. Boss is mj only she- 
belpmate now, besideg the old creature- 
wbo sbewa the ruins : so mucb the 
better. Wbat an eccentric cxeaiam 
tbat Jobnetone was ! I baie eoeentxì& 
people." 

Tbe letter fell firom Percy's banda^ 
And ibis, tben, was tbe issue of bis 
single interview witb the poor old 
man ! li was events like tbese, wa^- 
ward and strange, (events wbicb cb^ 
quered bis whole life,) that, aecietly 
to himself, tinged Godolpbin'scfaacae- 
ter witb superstition. He afterward» 
dealt con amore witb lEitalities and 
infiuences. 

You may be suro tbat be did not 
sleep much that night. Early the 
next moming he sought Saville, and 
imparted to ^bim the intelligence be 
bad received. 

" Droll enough ! ** said Saville, lan- 
guidly, and moie than a little di£k< 
pleased at tbisgenerosity to Godolpbin 
from another ; for, like ali small- 
bearted persona» be was jealoiw; 
'* droll enough! Hem! and you 
never knew bim bui once, and tben 
he abused me ? I wender at that; I 
was veiy oblìging to bis vulgar «on.'* 

''Wbat! be bad a8on,tben1" . 

" Some two-legged creature of tbat 
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sorty raw and bony, ' dropped into 

London, like a ptarmigan, wild, and 

Boared ont of bis wits. Old Johnatone 

was in the country, taking care of hÌB 

wife, who had lost the use of her 

limbs ever since she had been marrìed; 

— caught a violent — husband — the 

first day of wediock.l The boy, sole 

son and heir, carne up to Town at the 

age of diaeretion ; got introduced to 

xne ; I paironised him ; lm>nght him 

iato a decent degne of fashion; 

playeda few gomes at eards with him ; 

won some money ; would not win any 

more ; advised him to leare off; too 

young to {day ; negleeted my advice ; 

weat on, and, d — ^n the fellow ! if he 

didnoteut bis throat one moming; 

and the &ther, to my aatoniahment, 

laid the blame npon me ! '' 

Gbdolphin atood appalled in apeech- 
lesa disgiut. He never loved Savilie 
&om that boar. 

** In fiust," resumed Sayille, eare- 
lassly, " he had lost Yery eonsidezably. 
Hia òAher was a atem, hard man,and 
the poor boy was frìghtened at the 
thonght of bis displeasare. I suppose 
Monsieur Papa imagined me a sort of 
moral egre, eating up ali the little 
youtfaa that fall in my way I sinee he 
leayes you twen<y thouaand pounds, 
OSI oondition that you take care of 
yourself, and shun the oasUe I livo in. 
Well, well I 'tis ali very flatterìng ! 
And where will you go9 To Spaine' 

Thìa atory affected Percy sensibly. 
He regretted deeply that he had not 
sought out the bereaved fath«r, and 
beea of some comfort to bis later 
houra. He appreoiated ali that wannth 
of sympathy^ that delioaoy of heart, 



whieh had made the old man com- 
passionate bis young relation's un- 
friended lot, and couple bis gift with 
a condition, likely, perhaps, to limit 
Perc/s desires to the independence 
thus bestowed, and certain to remoTo 
bis more tender years from a scene of 
eonatant ooatagion. Thus melancboly 
and tboughtful, Qodolphin repaired to 
the hott«e of the now &moiiB, the aow 
admired Miss Millinger. 

Panny reeelred the good news of 
bÌB fortune with a amile, and the bad 
news of hia departare fh>m Snglaad 
with a tear. Thera ara tome attacb- 
ments, of whidi we ao eaaily aouAd 
the depth, that the one ikever thinka 
of ezaetittg from the otber the sani- 
fioes that aeem ineritabla to moro 
eamest afiections. Fanny never- 
dreamed of leaving her theatrieal 
oareer, and aceompanying Qodolphin ; 
Godolpbin noTer dreamed of demand* 
ing it These are ih» eonnezions of the^ . 
great world : my good reader, leam ' 
the great world aa you look at them r* 

Ali was aoon aeitled. Qodolphin 
was eaaily disembanasaed of bis eom- 
miasion. Siz hundred a-yeur fromv 
bis fortune waa aUowed him dnrìng 
bis minorìty. Heinaiated on shiffing 
tbis allowanee with hia father; the 
moiety loft to himaelf waa quite sufi- 
cient for ali tìiat a man ao young- 
oould require. At the age of little 
more than aeventeen, but with a cha- 
raeter whieb premature independence 
had half fonned, and alao balf ener- 
yated, the young Qodolphin saw the 
shores of Sngland recede before him, 
and felt himaelf alone in the uniTerae^^ 
•^the lord of bla ewii fiato. 
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CHAPTEE X. 

¥HE SDUCATION OV COSSTAKOS's UIKJ>, 



Meanwhile, Constance Yemon grew 
up in womanhood and beauty/ Ali 
around her contrìbated io feed that 
stem remembrance which her fa- 
ther's dyìng words had bequeathed. 
Katurally prond, quick, snsceptible, 
she felt BlightSy often merely inci- 
dentale ifith a deep and brooding 
resentment. The forlom and depen- 
•dent girl conld not, indeed, fui to 
«neet with many bitter proofs that 
her situation was not forgotten by 
« world in which prosperity and sta- 
tion are the cardinal virtues. Many 
« loud whisper, many an intentional 
" aaide/' reached her haughty ear, and 
«coloured her pale check. Suchacci- 
dents increased her early-formed aspe- 
Tity of thought ; chilled the goahing 
flood of her young affections; and 
sharpened, with a relentless edge, her 
bitter and cauBtic hatred to a society 
she deemed at once insolent and worth- 
less. To a tasto intuitirely fine and 
Jioble, the essential yulgaritieB, — ^the 
fiercenesfl toKÌay; the cringing to- 
morrow; the yeneration for power; 
the indifference to YÌrtne, which cha- 
racterised the framers and nilers of 
" society/'— conld not but bring con- 
tempt as well as anger ; and amidst 
«the brilliant circles, to which so many 
:aspirer8 looked np with hopeless am- 
bition, Constance moyed only to ridi- 
cule, to loathe, to despise. 

So strong, so constantly nonrished, 
was this sentiment of contempt, that 
itlasted with equal bitterness when 
Constance afterwardsbecame the queen 
and presider over that great world in 
which she now shone, — ^to dazzle, but 
not to rule. What at first might bare 



seemed an ezaggerated and insane 
prayer on the part of her fiither^ 
grew, as her experienoe rìpened, a 
naturai and laudable command. She 
was thrown entirely with that party 
amongst whom were bis early Menda 
and lùs late deaerters. She resolved to 
humble the crested arroganoe around 
her, as much from her own desire, aa 
from the wish to obey and avenge her 
father. From contempt for rank rose 
naturally the ambition of rank. The 
young beauty resolved to banish love 
firom her heart ; to doTOte herself to 
one aim and object; to win title and 
station, that she might be able to gire 
power and permanence to her disdain 
of those qualities in oihers ; and in the 
secrecy of night she repeated the tow 
which had consoled her fiither*s death- 
bed, and solemnly resolved to crash 
love within her heart, and many solely 
for station and for power. 

As the daughter of so celebrated a 
politician, it was naturai that Con* 
stanco should take interest in politica. 
She lent to eyery discussion of state 
eyents an eager and thirsty ear. She 
embraced with maacuUne ardour such 
sentiments as were then considered 
the extreme of liberality; and she 
looked on that career which society 
limits to man, as the noblest» the 
loftiest in the world. She regretted 
that she was a woman, and preyented 
from personallycarryinginto efibct the 
sentiments she passionately espouaed. 
Meanwhile, she did not neglect, nor 
Buffer to rast, the bright weapon of a 
wit which embodied, at times, ali the 
biting energies of her contempt. To 
insolence she retorted sarcasm ; and, 
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«ftrly able to see that society, Uke Tir- 
tae, must be irampied upon in order 
to yield forth its incenae, she rose into 
respect by the hauteur of ber manner, 
the blantness'of ber satire, the inde- 
pendence of ber mind, fiir more than 
bj her various accomplisbments and 
ber unrivalled beauty. 

Of Lady Erpingham she had notbing 
to complain ; kiiid, easy, and charac- 
terless, ber protectress sometimes 
wounded ber by carelessness, but 
nerer tbrougb design; on the con- 



traiy, the Countess at once loved and 
admired ber, and was as anxious that 
ber proUgée sbonld form a brilliant 
alliance as if she had been ber own 
daughter. Constance, therefore, loved 
Lady Erpingham with sincere and 
eamest irarmth, and endeavoured to 
forget ali the commonplaces and little- 
nesses which made np the mind of 
ber protectress, and which, otberwise, 
would bave been preclaely of that 
nature to which one liko Constance ^ 
would bave been the least indulgent. 



CHAPTER XL 



OOKYXRSATIOK BBTWEEN LADT BRPIKOHAX AKD OOKSTAKGX. — FURTHER 
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Lai)7 Erpinohax was a widow; her 
jointure, for sho had been an belress 
and a duke'a daughter, was large ; and 
the noblest mansion of ali the various 
seats possessed by the wealthy and 
powerful house of Erpingham had 
been allotted by her late lord for her 
widowed residence. Thitber she went 
punctually on the first of every August, 
and quitted it punctually on the eighth 
of every January. 

It was some years after the date of 
Godolphin's departure from England, 
and the summer foUowing the spring in 
whlcb Constance had been '' brought 
out ;" and, after a déhvJt of such splen- 
dour that at this day (many years 
subsequent to that period) the sensa- 
tion she created is not only a matter 
of remembrance but of conversation, 
Constance, despite the triumph of her 
vanity, was not displeased to seek 
some refuge, even from admiration, 
among the sbades of Wendover Castle. 

" When,'* said she one morning, as 
sbe was walking with Lady Erping- 
ham upon a terrace beneath the Win- 
dows of the castle, which overlooked 
the country for miles, — ** wben will 



you go with me, dear Lady Erping- 
ham, to see those ruins of which I 
bave board so much and so often, and 
which I bave never been able to per- 
suade you to visiti Look! the day 
is so clear that we can see tbeir outUne 
now — tbere, to the righ t of that church t 
— they cannot be so very far from 
Wendover." 

" Godolphin Priory is about twelve 
miles off/' said Lady Erpingham ; " but 
it may seem nearer, for it is situated 
on the bigbest spot of the county. 
Poor Arthur Qodolpbin ! he is lately 
dead 1" Lady Erpingham sigbed. 

** I never beard you speak of bim 
before." 

" Tbere might be a reason for my 
Bilenco, Constance. He was the per- 
son, of ali whom I over saw, who ap- 
pcared to me, wben I was your ago, 
the most fascinating. Not, Constance, 
that I was in love with bim, or that 
be gave me any reason to become so 
tbrougb gratitude for any affection 
on bis part. It was a girrs fancy, 
idle and short-livod — ^notbing more !" 

"And the young Godolphin — the 
boy who, at so early an age, has made 
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himself known for Im eceenttio life 
abroadr* 

** Ib bis Bon ; the present owner of 
ihose ruins, and, I fear, of little more, 
UBless it be the remains of a lega<7 
received from a relation." 

''Was the &ther extravagant, thenr' 

'' Kot he ! Bat his father had ex- 
ceeded a patrimony greatly involved, 
aad greatly reduced from ita aneient 
importance. Ali the landa we see 
yonder — thoae Tillagee, thoee irooÒB 
—once belonged to the Godolphins. 
They were the most aneient and the 
most powerfal family in this part of 
England; but the estates dwindled 
away with each successive generation, 
and when Arthur Godolphin, my 
Godolphin, succeeded to the property, 
nothìng was left for him but the choice 
of three evils — a profession, obscurity, 
or a wealthy marrìage. My father, 
who had long destined me for Lord 
Erpingham, ìnsinuated that it was in 
me that Mr. Qodolphia vished to find 
the resource I bare last mentioned, 
and that in such resource was my 
only attraetion in his eyes. I have 
some reason to believe he proposed 
to the Duke ; but he was silent to me, 
from whom, girl as I was, he might 
have been lesa certain of refusai.'' 

'' Whatdìd beat last r 

"Married a lady Who was supposed 
to be an heiress ; bnt he had scarcely 
enjoyed ber fortune a year before it 
became the subject of a lawsuit. He 
lost the cause and the dowry; and, 
what was worse, the expenses of liti- 
gation, and the sums he was obliged 
to refùnd, reduced him to what, for a 
man of his rank, might be eonsidered 
absolute poverty. He was thoroughly 
chagrined and sonred by this event ; 
l^tired to those ruins, or rather to the 
small cottage that adjoins them, and 
there lived to the day of his death, 
shimning society, and certainly not 
exceeding his income." 

" I understand you : he became 
parsimoniouB." 



« To the exeess whieh his m&^ 
bouTB oalled miBerly." 

"AndhiBwifer 

''Poorwoman! she was a mere fine 
lady, and died, I believe, of the Bame 
vexation which nipped, not the Me, 
but the heart of her hufiband." 

" Had they only one Bon?" 

'' Only the present owner : Perey, I 
think — yeé, Ferey ; it was hismother^s 
somame — Percy Godolphin." 

" And how came this poor boy to 
be thrown bo early on the worid 1 Dki 
he quarrel with Mr. Godolphin T 

" I believe not : but when Percy 
was about sixteen, he left the obscure 
school at which he was educated, and 
resided for some little timo with a 
relation, Augustus Saville. He stayed 
with him in London for abont a year, 
and went everywhere with him, though 
so mere a boy. His manners were, I 
well remember, assured andfonned. A 
relation left him somemoderatelegacy, 
and afterwards he went abroad alone.* 

«But the ruins! The late Mr. 
€k)dolphin, notwithstanding his r^ 
Berve, did not object to indulging the 
curiosity of bis neighbours !" 

" No : he was proud of the interest 
the ruins of his hereditary mansion 
so generally excited, — proud of their 
celebrity in print-shops and in tours ; 
but he himself was never seen. ^he 
cottage in which he lived, though it 
adjoins the ruins, was, of coursé, 
sacred from intrusion, andis so waTled 
in, that that great delight of English 
visitors at show-places — peeping-Sn 
at Windows — was utterly forbidden. 
However that be, during Mr. Qodol- 
phin's life, I never had courage to 
visit what, to me, would have been 
a melancholy scene : now, the pain 
would be somewhat lese; and Bxnce 
you wlsh it, suppose we drive over 
and visit the ruins to-morrow. It is 
the regular day for seeing them, by 
the by." 

" Kot, dear Lady Erpingham, if it 
^ve you the least 
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^ My Bweet girl," ìntemipted Lady 
Srpmgham, whenaBeryantapproached 
to announoe TÙdton at the casile. 

" Will you go into the saloon, Con- 
«ta&oel" Baid the elderlady, as, think- 
ing stili of love and Arthur Gk)dol- 
phin, ite took her way to her dresaing- 
room to renovate her ronge. 

rt Tfouid have been a pretty amuse- 
ment to one of the lesser devils, if, 
^ring the eajrly romance of Lady 



Elipingham's feeilngs towards Arthur 
Godolphin, he had foretold her the 
hour when she would teli how Arthur 
Godolphin died a xniser—just five 
minntes before she reptired to the 
toilette to decorate the check of ago 
for the heedless eyes of a common 
aoquaintance. Tis the world's way I 
For my part, I would undertake to 
find a better world in that rookeiy 
opposite my Windows. 
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^ BuT," asked Constance, as, the next 
^ay, Lady Srpingham and herself 
were performing the appointed pil- 
grimage to the ruins of Godolphin 
Priory, "ìf the late Kr. Godolphin, 
«8 he grew in years, acquired a turn 
of mind so penurious, was he not 
«nafoled to leave his son some addi- 
tion to the pied de terre we are about 
to visiti* 

''He must certainìy have left some 
ready money," answered Lady Erping- 
ham. '' But is it, after ali, likely 
l^at so young a man as Percy Godol- 
phin couid have lived in the manner 
he has dono without incurring debts ] 
It is moBt probable that he had some 
recourse to those persons so willing to 
«ncourage the young and extrava gant, 
and that repaymentto them will more 
ihan swallow up any saTings his father 
mi^t have amassed.** 

" True enough!" said Constance; 
and the conversation glided into re- 
marks on avarlcious &Uiers and pro- 
digai itons. Oottstance was witty on 
the subjeot, and Lady Erpingham 
laughed herself into excellent humour. 

It was considerably past noon when 
they arrived at the ruins. The carriage 
fitopped before a amali inn, at the 



entrance of a dismantied park; and, 
taking advantage of the beauty of the 
day, Lady Erpingham and Constance 
walked slowìy towards the remains of 
the Priory. 

The scene, as they approached, was 
wild and picturesque in the extrcme. 
A Wide and glassy lake lay stretched 
beneath them: on the opposite side 
stood the ruins. The largo orici win- 
dow — the Gothic arch — the broken, 
yet stili majestic column, ali em- 
browned and mossed with age, were 
stili spared, and now mirrored them- 
selves in the waveless and silent tide. 
Fragments of stono lay around, for 
some considerable distance, and the 
whole was backed by hills, covered 
with gloomy and thick woods of pine 
and fir. To the Icft, they saw the 
stream which fed the lake, stealing 
away through grassy banks, ovef- 
grown with the willow and pollard 
oak : and there, from one or twó 
cottages, only caught in gUmpses, 
thin wreaths of smoke rose in spires 
against the clear sky. To the right^ 
the ground was broken into a thou- 
sand glens and hoUows: the deer- 
loved fém, the golden broom, were 
scattered about profùsely; and bere 
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and there were dense groves of pol- 
lardfi ; or, at very rare intervals, some 
single tree decaying, (for ali round 
bore the Beai of yassalage to Time,) 
but mighty, and greenly venerable in 
ita decay. 

Ab they passed over a bridge tbat, 
on either side of the stream, emerged, 
as it were, trom a thick copse, they 
canght a view of the small abode that 
adjoined the ruins. It seemed covered 
entirely with ivy; and, so far from 
diminishing, tended rather to increase 
the romantic and imposing effect of 
the cnunbling pile from which it 
grew. 

They opened a little gate at the 
other extremity of the bridge, and 
in a fevr minutes more, they stood at 
the entrance to the Priory. 

It was an oak door, studded ìfith 
nails. The jesaamine grew npon 
either side; and, to descend to a 
eommon-place matter, they had some 
difficulty in finding the beli among 
the leaYes in which it was embedded. 
When they had found and touched 
it, ita clear and lively sound rang out 
in that stili and lovely, though deso- 
late spot, with an effect startling and 
impressive from its contrast. There 
is Bomething very fairylike in the 
cheerful voice of a beli soundingamong 
the wilder scenes of nature, particu- 
larly where Time advances his claim 
to the Bovereignty of the landscape ; 
for the cheerfulness is a little ghostly, 
and might serve well enough for a 
tocsin to the elvish hordes whom our 
footsteps may be supposed to disturb. 

An old woman, in the neat peasant 
dress of our country, when, taking a 
little from the fisishion of the last 
century, (the cap and the kerchief,) 
it assumes no ungraceful costume, — 
replied to their summons. She was 
the solitary cicerone of the place. She 
had lived there, a Ione and childless 
widow, for thirty years; and, of ali 
the persona I bave ever seen, would 
furaish forth the best heroine to one 



of those pietnres of homely life which 
Wordsworth haa dignified with the 
patriarchal tendemess of hia genius.^ 

They wound a narrow passage, and 
carne to the mina of the great haU. 
Its gothic archea atill sprang lightly 
upward on either aide ; and, opening 
a largo stono box that stood in a 
recess, the old woman showed them 
the gloves, and the helmet, and the 
tattered bannera, which had belongecl 
to that Qodolphin who had fought 
side by side with Sidney when he, 
whose life — aa the noblest of British 
lyrists hath somewhere said — was 
" poetry put into action," * received hia 
death-wound in the field of Zutphen, 
> Thence they ascended, by the dilapi- 
datcd and crumbling staircase, to a 
small room, in which the visitorswere 
alwaya expected to rest themaelves, 
and enjoy the acene in the gardea 
below. A large chasm yawned where 
the casement once was; and round 
this aperture the ivy wreathed itaelf 
in fantastic luxuriance. A sort of 
ladder, suspended from this chasm to 
the ground, afforded a convenience for 
those who were tempted to a short 
excursion by the view without. 

And the View vhis tempting! A 
smooth green lawn, surrounded by 
shrubs and flowers, was omamented 
in the centro by a fountain. The 
waters were, it is true, dried up ; but 
the basin, and the " Triton with hia 
wreathed shell,'' stili remained. A 
little to the right was an old monkish 
sun-dial ; and through the green vista 
you caught the glimpse of one of thoae 
grey, grotesque statues with which 
the tasto of Elizabeth's day shame^ 
the classic chisel. 

There waa something quiet and 
venerable about the whole place ; and 
when the old woman siùd to Coxk- 
stance, "Would not you like, my lady, 
to walk down and look at the sun-dial 
and the fountain 1" Constance felt she 
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xeqoired nothing more io yield io her 
ÌBcUnation. Luly Erpingham, lesa 
adventurons, remained in the ruined 
efaamber; and the old woman, na- 
tnnlly enough, honoured the elder 
lady with her company. 

Constance» therefore, descended the 
rude Btepa alone. Ab she paused by 
the fountain, an indescrìbable and 
delicious feeling of repose stole over 
a mind that seldom ezperienced any 
aentiment so naturai or so soft The 
hour, the stillness, the scene, ali con- 
Bpired to lull the heart into that 
dreaming and half-unconscious revery 
in vhich poeta would suppose the 
hermits of elder times to have wasted 
a life, indolente and yet scarcely, after 
ali, unwise. "Methinks/* she inly 
aoliloquized, " while I look around, I 
feel aa if I oould givo up my objects 
of life ; renounce my hopes ; forget to 
be artificial and ambitious ; live in 
these ruins, and,'* (whispered the spirit 
within,} " loyed and loving, fulfil the 
ordinary doom of woman." 

Indulging a mood, vhich the proud 
and restless Constance, who despised 
love as the poorest of human weak- 
nesses, though easily susceptible to ali 
other species of romance, had scarcely 
ever known before, she wandered away 
from the lawn into one of the alleys 
cut amidst the groye around. Caught 
by the murmur of an unseen brook, 
Bhe tracked it through the trees, as 
ita sound grew louder and louder on 
her ear, till at length it stole upon her 
sight. The sun, only wlnnìng through 
the trees at intervals, played capri- 
ciously upon the cold and dark waters 
aa they glided on, and gave to her, as 
the same effect has done to a thousand 
poeta, ampie matter for a simile or a 
moral, 

She approached the brook, and 
came unawares upon the figure of a 
young man, leaning against a stuuted 
tree that overhung the iTaters, and 
occupied with the idle amusement of 
dropping pebblea in the Btream, She 



aaw only hia profile ; bnt that view la, 
in a fine countenance, almost alwaya 
the moat atriking and impreaalTe, and 
it waa eminently ao in the fiice before 
her. The atnmger, who waa scarcely 
remoTod from boyhood, waa dreaaed 
in deep mouming. He aeemed alight, 
and amali of atature. A trayelling 
cap of aablea contraated, not hid,light 
brown hair of aingnlar richneaa and 
beauty. Hia featurea were of that 
pure and aevere Qreek of which the 
only fault ia, that in the very perfee- 
tion of the chiaelling of the featurea 
there seems something hard and atem. 
The complezion waa pale, eyen to 
wannesa ; and the whole caat and con- 
tour of the head were full of intellect, 
and betokening that abaorption of 
mind which cannot be marked in any 
one without exciting a certain yague 
curioaity and intereat. 

So dark and wondroua are the 
workings of our nature, that there 
are scarcely any of us, howeyer light 
and unthinking, who would not be 
arrested by the countenance of one in 
deep reflection — ^who would not pause, 
and long to pierce into the mysteries 
that were agitating that world, moat 
illimitable by nature, but often most 
narrowed by custom — the world 
within. 

And this interest, powerful as it ia, 
apelled and arrested Constance at 
once. She remained for a minute 
gazing on the countenance of the 
young stranger, and then she — the 
moat self-possessed and stately of 
human creatures — blushing deeply, 
and confuaed though unseen, tumed 
lightly away and stopped not on her 
road till she regained the old chamber 
and Lady Erpingham. 

The old woman waa descanting 
upon the merita of the late lord of 
Qodolphin Prìory,— 

** For though they called him doae, 
and so forth, my lady, yet he waa 
generoua to othera ; it waa only him- 
self he pinched, But^ to be aure, the 
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preBent squire vrou'ì take after hìia 
tlwre." 

" Has Mr. Percy Gk)dolp]im been 
bere lately}" ai^ed Lady Erpìngham. 

'' He is at the cottage now, my 
lady/' replied the old womaa* ''He 
came two days ago." 

«'Ishelikehis&tìkerr 

"Ohi not near bo fine>lookmg a 
gentleman l miich smalier, and quite 
pale-like. He seems sickly: them 
foeeign part» do nebody no good. He 
mus as fine a lad at sixteen years old as 
aver I seed ; bui now he » not like 
the aame thing." 

So then h waa evidently Perey Go- 
dnlphin whom Constance had seen by 
the bvook — the owner of a home 
withont eofibrS; and eetates withont a 
reni^voll >-«- the Perey Godolpfaìn, of 
whom^ befoie he had attained the age 
when others bave loft the eoUege, or 
wtn the sdiool; eT«ry one had leamed 



to speak— some fìMwonibly, ali iH(dk 
eagemess. Constance felt a vagae 
interest respecting him sprlng np la 
ber mind : she checked it, for it was 
a sin in ber eyes to f^ink mth interest 
on a man neither rich nor powerftil ; 
and as she qnitted the mins ^th 
Lady Erpingham, she commnnicated 
to the latter ber adventure. She ma, 
howerer, disingenuons ; for though 
QodolpUn's eountenanoe iras ezaetly 
of that cast which Constance most 
admired, she descrìbed him just as 
the old woman had done ; and La4y 
Erpìngham flgored to herself, from 
the description, a little yellow maB, 
with whìte bair and a tnmed-np nose. 
Oh Tnith ! "«rbat a hard path ìs thmo! 
Does any keep it for three inchea 
togeUier in the eommonest trifle?— 
and yet two sides of my libraiy axé 
filled with historìes ! 



CHAPTER Xm. 



A BALL ASTNOVlfOEI).— GOnOLPHDr's TlSIT IH} WSVDOVBB C^TLE.-^HIS KAinTlBS 

ASD C^NVEBSATIOlf. 



Lady Ebpikqham (besides ber 
éaugbter^ Lady Eleanor^ married to 
Mr. Clare^ a connty member, of large 
#drtune) was blessed with one son. 

The present Earl had been for the 
last two years abroad. He had never^ 
i^ce bis acoessiou to bis title, viàted 
Wendover Oastle ; and ìjaéy Erping- 
ham one moming experienced the 
delìght of receiving a lettor from him, 
dated Dover, and signifying bis inten- 
tion of paying ber a vislt. In hononr 
of thift eyent, Lady Erpingham re- 
ffolred to give a grand balL Cards 
were issued to ali the &milies in the 
eoanty; and, among oiket», to Mr. 
€k>dolphiii. 

On the third day after this intHa- 
tion had been sent to the person I 



bave last named, as Lady Erpingham 
and Constance w«re alone in the 
saloon, Mr. Perey Godolphin was an^ 
nounced. Constance blushed as she 
looked up, and Lady Erpìngham was 
strack by the nobligness of bis address, 
and the peifeot self-possession of bis 
manner. And yet nothing cottld be 
so dìfferent as was bis d^>ortment 
from that which i^e had been accus* 
tomed to admire — from that mani' 
fested by the exquisites of the day. 
The cairn, the nonchalance, the arti* 
ficial smile of langnor, the evenness, 
so insipida yet so irreproachaJl)le, of 
English manners when considéred 
most poli^ed, — ali thìs was the re» 
venie of Oodolphin's address and tòt* 
In short» in aU he said or did thera 
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was Bomething foreign, Bomething 
un&miliar. He was abrupt and en- 
thuaiafitic in conversation, and used 
gestures in speaking. His counte- 
nance lighted up at every word that 
broke from him on the graver sub- 
jects of discuBsion. You felt, indeed, 
with him, that you were with a man 
of genius — a way ward and a spoiled 
man, who had acquired his habits in 
«olitude, but his graoes in the world. 

They conversed abont the ruins of 
the Prìory, and Conatanoe ezpressed 
her admiration of tkeir ro^iantio and 
pieturesque beauty. " Ah t** eaid he, 
emiling, but vith a slight blush, in 
which Constance detected something 
of pain ; " I heard of your viait to my 
poor hfisepè of stone. My father took 
great pleasure in the notice they 
«Itracted. When a proud man has 
not riches to be proud of, he growB 
proud of theaiguB of Mb poverty itself. 
^his was the case with my poor father. 
Had he been neh, the mina would not 
bave existed : he would bare rebuilt 
the old manfiion. Ab he was poor, he 
valued himself on their existenee, and 
fimcied magnificenoe in every haódfùl 
of moBS. But ali life k delusien : ali 
pride, ali Tanity, ali pomp, are equally 
deceit. Like the Spanish hidalgo, we 
put on Bpeetaeles when we eat our 
cherries, in order that they may seem 
ten timeB as big as tbey are 1" 

Constance smiled; and Lady Eip- 
iagham, who had more kiadness than 
delioacy, continued her praises of the 
Prioiy and the soenery round it. 



"The old park," said she, "with 
its wood and water, is so beautiful I 
It wants nothing but a few deer, just 
tame enough to come near the ruins, 
and wild enough to start away as you 
approaeh." 

" Now you would borrow an attrae- 
tion ftom wealth," said Godolphin, 
who, unlike Engliah persona in general, 
seemed to love alluding to his poverty : 
" it is not for the owner of a ruined 
Priory to consult the aristoctatic en- 
chaatments of that eosUy luzury, the 
Pioturesque. Alas t I bave n«t even 
wherewithal to feed a few solitary 
partridges; and I bear, that if I go 
beyond the green tnrf, once a park, I 
shall be wamed off forthwith, and my 
very qualification disputed.** 

** Are you Ibnd of shootingV said 
Lady Erpingham. 

"I fioicy I should be; but I have 
never enjoyed the sport in Bngland.** 

" Do pray come, then/' said Lady 
Erpinglukm, kindly, ** and spend your 
first week in September bere. Let 
mo see ; the first of the month will 
be next Thuraday; dine with us on 
Wednesday. We bave keepers and 
dogB bere enough, thanks to Robert ; 
so you need only bring your gun." 

*' You are very kind, dear Lady 
Erpingham," said Godolphin warmly : 
" I aocept your invitation at once." 

" Your father was a very old friend 
of mine,'* said the lady, with a sigh. 

" He was an old admirer/' said iibtì 
gentleman, with a bow. 
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Q0NVBB8ATI0H BETWSEN OODOLPHIIT AND COl^STÀNOX. — THE OOimTBT LIFE AND 

THE TOWN LIVE. 



And Godolphin came on the ap- 
pointedWednesday. Hewasanimated 
that day even to brìlliancy. Lady 
Erpìngham thought him the most 
charming of men ; and even Constance 
forgot that he was no match for her- 
self. Gifted and cultivated as she 
was, it was not without delight that 
she listened to his glowing descrìp- 
tions of scenery, and to his pkyful, 
yet somewhat melancholy strain of 
irony npon men and their pnrsuits. 
The peculiar features of her mind 
made her, indeed, like the latter more 
than she could appreciate the former; 
for in her nature there was more bit- 
temess than sentiment Stili, his rich 
language and flaent periods, even in 
descrìption, touched her ear and fancy, 
though they sank not to her heart ; 
and she yielded insensibly to the 
spells she would almost bave despised 
in another. 

The nezt day, Constance, who was 
no yery early riser, tempted by the 
beauty of the noon^ strolled into the 
gardens. She was surprised to bear 
Godolphin's yoice behind her: she 
tumed round, and he joined her. 

" I thought you were on your 
shooting expedition V' 

" I Jiave been shooting, and I am 
retumed. I was out by daybreak, 
and I came back at neon in the hope 
of being allowed to join you in your 
ride or walk." 

Constance smilingly acknowledged 
the compliment ; and as they passed 
up the straight walks of the old- 
foshioned and stately gardens, Godol- 
phin tumed the conyersation upon 



the varieties of garden scenery ; upon 
the poets who bare described those 
varieties best; upon that difference 
between the town life and the country, 
on which the brothers of the minstrel 
craft bave, in ali ages, so glowingly 
inaisted. In this conversation, certain 
points of contrast between the cha- 
ractera of these two young persona 
might be obserred. 

" I confess to you," said Godolphin, 
''that I bare little iietith in the per- 
manence of any attachment professed 
for the country by the inhabitants of 
cities. If ,we can occupy our minds 
Bolely with the objects around us, — ^if 
the brook, and the old tree, and the 
golden sunset, and the summer night^ 
and the animai and homely life that 
we survey, — ^if these can fili our con- 
templation, and take away from us 
the feverish schemes of the future, — 
then indeed I can fuUy understand 
the reality of that tranquil and happy 
state which our elder poets bave de- 
scribed as incident to a countiy life. 
But if we carry with us to the shade 
ali the restless and perturbed desires 
of the city ; if we only employ present 
leisure in schemes for an agitated 
future — then it is in vain that we 
affect the hermit, and fly to the re* 
treat. The moment the novelty of 
green fields is over, and our projects 
are formed, we wish to hurry to the 
city to ezecute them. We bave, in a 
word, made our retirement only a 
nursery for schemes now springing 
up,and requiring to be transplanted." 

" Tou are right,'* said Constance, 
quickly; "and who would pass life 
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EB if it were a dream ì It seemB to 
me that ve put reiirement to the 
righi Qse ìrhen we make it onlj sub- 
sernent to our aims in the world." 

''A Btrange doctrine for a young 
beauty/ thought Godolphin, " whose 
head ought to be full of groves and 
love." "Then," said he aloud, "I 
must rank among those who abnee 
the purpoaes of retirement ; for I bave 
kitherto been flattered to think that 
I enjoy it for itself. Despite the 
artificial life I bave led, everything 
that speaks of nature has a voice that 
I can rarely resist. What feelings 



created in a city caa compare with 
those that rìse so gently and io un- 
bidden withln ns when the trees and 
the waters are our only companlona 
—our only sources of ezeitement and 
intoxication) Is not contemplation 
better than ambition t" 

"Can you believe itT aaid Con* 
stanco, incredulouBly. 

" I do/' 

Constance smiled ; and there would 
have been contempi in that beautiful 
amile, had not Qodolphln interested 
her in spite of herselC 
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EvEBT day, at the hour in which 
Constance was visible, Godolphin had 
loaded the keeper, and had retumed 
to attend upon her movements. They 
walked and rode together ; and in the 
evening, Godolphin hung over her 
chair, and listened to her songs ; for 
though, as I have before said, Bhe had 
but little Bcience in instrumentai 
music, her voice was rich and soft 
beyond the pathos of ordinary singers. 
Lady Erpingham saw, with secret 
delight, what she believed to be ja 
growing attachment She loved Con- 
stance for herself, and Godolphin for 
his father's memory. She thought 
again and again what a charming 
couple they vould make— so hand- 
some — so gifted: and if Prudence 
vhispered also — so poor, the kind 
Countess remembered, that she her- 
self had saved from her ampie join- 
iure a sum which she had always 
designed as a dowry for Constance, 
and which, should Godolphin be the 



bridegroom, she felt she should have 
a tenfold pleasure in bestowing. With 
this fortune, which would place them, 
at least, in independence, she nnited 
in her kindly imagination the im- 
portance which she imagined Godei* 
phin's talenta must ultimately acquire ; 
and for which, in her aristocratic 
estimation, she conceived the sonate 
the only legitimate sphere. She said, 
she hinted, nothing to Constance; 
but she suffered nature, youth, and 
companionship to ezercise their sway. 
And the complezion of Godolphin's 
feellDgs for Constance Yernon did 
indeed resemble love— was love itself, 
though rather love in ita romance 
than ita reality. What were those of 
Constance for him) She knew not 
herself at that timo. Had she been of 
a character one shade less ambitiousy 
or less poweiful, they would have been 
love, and love of no common character. 
But within her musing, and self- 
possessed, and singularly constituted 
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mind, there iraiB, as yet, a iiaùi to 
every seniiment, a chulii to the wìngs 
of every thought, aare thoae of one 
order ; and that order waA not of love. 
There waa a marked difference, in ali 
reapecta, between the characters of 
the two ; and it waa singular enongh, 
that that of the woman was the lesa 
romantic, and compoaed of the aixnpler 
materials. 

A Tolusie of Wordaworth'a most 
exquiaite poetry had then joat ap- 
peared. " la not thia wonderful/' aaid 
Godolphin, recitine aome of tiioae 
lofty, but refining thoughta which 
characterìae the Paator of modem 
poeta. 

Conatance shook her head. 

" What ! you do not admire it 1 " 

" I do not underatand it." 

" What poetry do you admire 1" 

" Thia." 

It was Pope'a tranalation of the 
" Iliad." 

" Yea, yea, to be aure/* aaid Gknlol- 
phin, a little yexed ; " we ali admire 
thia in ita vay : bnt what elae)" 

Conatance pointed to a passage in 
the " Palamon and Arcite" of Dryden. 

Godolphin threw down hia Worda- 
worth. "Yon take an nngenerous 
adTantage of me/' aaid he. " Teli me 
aomething you admire, which, at leaat, 
I may bave the privilege of disputing, 
— aomething that you think generaliy 
neglected." 

" I admire few thinga that are 
generaliy neglected/' anawered Con- 
atance, with her brigfat and prond 
amile. *^ Fame givea ita atamp to ali 
metal that ia of intrinaic vaine." 

This anawerwasqaitecharacteriatic 
of Conatance : she worahipped fame fax 
more than the geniiiB which won it. 

" Well, then," aaid Godolphin, «let 
na aee now if we can come to a com- 
promiae of aentiment;" and he took 
up the ''Comaa " of Milton. 

No one read poetry ao beantifnlly : 
hia voice waa ao deep and flezible; 
and hia countenanee imawered ao well 



to evexy modolation of hia voice. 
Conatance waa touched by the reader, 
bat not by the vene. Godolphin had 
great penetration; he perceived it« 
and tnmed to the apeeehea of Satan 
in " Paradiae Loat." The noble ooaii- 
tenanoe before him grew luminona 
at enee: the lip qaivered, the eye 
aparkled; the enthoaukam of Godei- 
phin waa noi comparable to that of 
Conatance. The £act waa, that the 
broad and common emotiona of the 
intellectnal character atruck npon the 
right key. Conrage, defiance, ambi- 
tion, theae ahe comprehended to their 
falleat extent; but the rich aubtle- 
tiea of thought which mark the cold 
and bright page of the " Comua ;" the 
noble Platoniam — ^the high and rare 
love for what ia abatractedly good, 
theae were nof'aonoroua and trumpet- 
apeaking " enongh for the heart of one 
meant by Nature for a heroine or a 
queen, not a poeteaa or a philoaopher. 

But ali that in literature waa deli- 
cate, and half-aeen, and abstruae, had 
ita peculiar eharm for Godolphin. Of 
a refleetive and refining mind, he had 
early leamed to dea|»ae the common 
emotiona of men : glory touched him 
not, and to ambition he had ahut hia 
heart. Love, with him — even though 
he had been deemed, nor unjustly, a 
man of gallantry and pleàaore— -love 
was not compounded of the ordinaiy 
dementa of the paasions. Full of 
dreama, and' refinementa, and intense 
abatracUons, it was a love that seemed 
ncit homely enough for endurance, and 
of too rare a nature to hù^ for aym* 
pathy in return. 

And ao it waa in hia intercourae 
with Conatance; both were contian- 
ally diaappointed. " You do not feel 
thia," aaid Conatance. "She cannot 
underatand me," aighed Godolphin. 

But we muat not suppoae— <leapite 
hia refinementa, and bis revcriea, and 
hialoveforthe intellectual and the pure 
— ^that Godolphin waa of a atainleas 
character or mind. He waa one who. 
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aainrally fall of deoid«d «nd marked 
qualities, waa, by the peonliar elements 
of onr aooiety, renderad a doabtful, 
moiiey, and indistinct character, itnc- 
twred by the fraUtiw that leave us 
in a waTering state between Yìee and 
Tirtue. The eneigiea ihat had marked 
hÌB boyhood were duUed and orippled 
in the indolent life of the worìd. Hia 
wandering habits for the last few 
jeara — ^thesoft and poetical ezktence 
of the South— had fed hia naturai 
romance, and nourished that paaaion 
for Qontemplation which the intellec- 
tual man of pleaaure bo conunonlj 
forma ; for pleaaure has a philoaophy 
of ita own — a aad, a ianciful, yet 
deep peranaaion of the yaaity of ali 
thingà-Hà craving after the bright 
ideal — 

'* The dedre of the moth for the star.** 

Solomon's thirat for pleaanre waa 
the companion of hia wisdom : aatiety 
iraa the ofiapring of the one— discon- 
tent of the other. Bat this philoao- 
phy, though aeductlve, ia of no whole- 
some nor uaefnl character ; it ia the 
philoaophy of feelinga, not priuciplea 
-M>f the heart, not head. So with 
Godolphin : he waa too refined in hia 
moraliaing to cling to what waa moral. 
The aimply good and the aimply bad 
he loft for us plain folka to diacover. 
He waa unattracted by the doctrinea 
of right and wrong which aerre for ali 
men ; but he had some obacure and 
ahadowy atandard in hia own mind 
by which he compared the actiona of 
othera. He had imagination, geniua, 
even heart; waa brilliant alwaya, 
sometimes profound ; graeeful in ao- 
ciety, yet aeldom aocìal : a lonely 
man» yet a man of the world ; gene- 
rous to indiyiduala, aelfiah to the maaa. 
How many fine qualitiea worae than 
thrown away 1 

Who will not allow that he haa met 
many auch men t*-and who wUl not 
follow thia man to hia end 1 

One day (it waa the last of Godol- 



phin'a protraoted liait), as the sua 
waa waning to ita doae, and the timo 
waa unusnally aoft and tranquil, Gon- 
stanoe and Godolphin were retainiag 
alowly home from their cnstomaiy 
ride. They paased by a amali ini^ 
hearing the common aign of the 
" Chequera/' round which a erowd <^ 
peaaanta were aaaembled, Ustening to 
the rude music which a wandering 
Italian boy drewfrom hisguitar. The 
scene was rustie and picturesque ; and 
as . Godolphin relned in his borse 
and gazed on the group, he little 
dreamed of the fierce and dark emo* 
tions with which, at a £sur distant 
period, he was destined to remit that 
spot. 

'' Our peasants," said he, as they 
rode on, ''require some humanising 
relaxation Uke that we haye witnessed. 
The music and the morrì»>danGe bave 
gene from England; and instead of 
providing, as formerly, for the amuae' 
ment of the grinded labourer, our 
legislatora now regard with the most 
watchful jealonay his most distant 
approadi to festivity. They canaot 
bear the rustie to be many : diaorder 
and amusement are words for the 
same ofience." 

"I doubt," said the eamest Con- 
stanoe, "whether the legislaton are 
not right. — For men given to amuse- 
ment are easily enslaved. Ali noble 
thonghts are graye." 

Thus talking, they paased a shallow 
ford in the atream. " We are not fiur 
from the Priory," said Godolphin, 
pointing to ita ruins, that rose greyly 
in the evening skies firom the green 
woods around it. 

Constance sighed involuntarily. She 
felt pain in being reminded of the 
alender fortunea of ber companion. 
Aaoendingthegentle bill that awelled 
from the atream, ahe now, to tum the 
current of ber thoughta, pointed ad- 
miringly to the blue courae of the 
wtttera, aa they wound through their 
ahagged banks. And deep, dark 
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rnshing, even ai that stiìl honr, urent 
the stream through the boughs that 
swept over its sarface. Here and 
there the banks suddenly shelved 
down, mingling with the waves ; then 
abrnptly they rose, overspread with 
thick and tangled nmbrage, seyeral 
feet above the level of the rìrer. 

'* How Btrange it ia" said Oodolphin, 
''that at times a feeling cornea over, 
as we gaze upon certain places, which 
asBOciates the scene either with 
some dim-remembered and dream- 
lìke images of the Fast, or with a 
prophetic and fearful omen of the 
Future. Ab I gaze now npon the 
spot — thoBe banks — that whirling 
river — it seems as if my destiny 
claimed a mysterious sympathy with 
the Bcene : when — how — wherefore — 
I know not— guesB not: only this 
ahadowy and chilling sentiment un- 
acconntably creeps over me. Eveiy 
one has known a aimilar strange, ìn- 
difitinct feeling at certain times and 
places, and with a similar inability to 
trace the cause. And yet, is it not 
singnlar that in poetry, which wears 
moBt feelings to an echo, I have neyer 
met with any attempt to describe it 1" 

" Because poetry/' said Constance, 
'* ìB, after ali, but a hackneyed imita- 
tion of the most common thoughts, 
giving them merely a gloss by the 
brilliancy of verse. And yet how little 
poets know ! They imajgine, and they 
imikUe ; — ^behold ali their secrets ! " 

*' Perhaps you are right/* said Go- 
dolphin, musingly ; ** and I, who have 
often vainly fancied I had the poeti- 
cai temperament, have been so chilled 
and sickened by the characteristics 
of the tribe, that I have checked its 
impulses with a sort of disdain ; and 
thus the Ideal, having no vent in me, 
preys within, creating a thousand nn- 
defined dreams and unwilling super- 
stitions, making me enamoured of 
the Shadowy and Unknown, and dis- 
satisfying me with the petty ambitions 
oftheworld." 



"Toh wiil awake hereafter," said 
Constance, eamestly. 

Qodolphin shock his head, and 
replied not. 

Their waynow lay along a green 
lane that gradually wound round a 
bill commanding a view of great neh- 
ness and beauty. Gottages, and spires, 
and grovés, gave life — ^but it was scat- 
tered and remote life — ^to the scene ; 
and the broad stream, whose waves, 
softened in the distance, did not seem 
to break the even snr&ce of the tide, 
flowed onward, glowing in the sun- 
light, till it was lost among dark and 
luzurìant woods. 

Both once more arrested their horsea 
by a common impulse, and both be- 
carne suddenly silent as they ga^ed. 
Godolphin was the first to speak : it 
brought to his memory a scene in 
that delicious land, whose Southern 
loveliness Claude has transfused to 
the canvass, and De Stael to the page. 
With his own impassioned and eamest 
language, he spoke to Constance of 
that scene and that conntiy. Evexy 
tree before him fumished matter for 
his illustration or hiscontrast; and, 
as she heard that mag^c voice, and 
speaking, too, of a conntiy dedicated 
to love, Constance listened with glis- 
tening eyes, and a check which he — 
consummate master of the secrets of 
womanhood — perceived was eloquent 
with thoughts which tihé knew not^ 
but which he interpreted to the lettor. 

" And in such a spot," said he, con- 
tinuing, and fixing his deep and 
animated gaze on her, — "in such a 
spot I could have stayed for ever but 
for one recolIecUon, one feeling — I 
àkovld have been too much alone ! In 
a wild, or a grand, or even a barren 
country, we may live in solitude, and 
find fit food for thought ; but not in 
one so soft, so subduing, as that which 
I saw and see. Love comes over ns 
then in spite of ourselves ; and I feel 
— I feel now — " his voice trembled as 
he spoke — " that any secret we may 
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before haye nnrsed, tHongh hitherto 
nnacknowledgedy makes itself ai 
length a voice. We are oppreased 
Trith the desire to be loyed ; ve long 
for the courage to saj we love." 

Never before had Godolphin^ though 
constantly verging into Bentiment, 
spoken to Constance in so plain a 
language. Eye, voicoi cheek — aU 
spoke. She felt that he had confessed 
he lored her ! And was she not 
happy at that thought ? She was: it 
was her happiest moment. But, in 
that sort of yague and indistinct 



shrinking from the snbject with 
which a woman who loves hears a 
discloBure of love from hlm on whose 
lips it is most Bweet, she mnttered 
some confused attempt to change the 
snbject, and qaickened her horse's 
pace. Godolphin did not renew the 
topic so interesting and so dangerons ; 
only, as with the winding of the 
road the landscape gradually faded 
from their view, he said, in a low 
voice, as if to himself, — "Howlong, 
how fondly, shall I remember thiB 
day!" 
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WxvB a Ustlem 8top, Godolphia re- 
enèered the threshold of kU oottagv- 
home. He passed into a smaU 
chamber, which was yet the largest in 
his house. The poor and scanty fur- 
niture scattered aronnd; the old, 
tnneless, broken harpsichord; the 
wom and tattered carpet ; the tenant- 
less birdcage in the recess hj the 
windov ; the book-shelves, containing 
some dozens of worthless volumes; 
the B0& of the last century, (when, 
if people knew comfort, they phioed 
it not in lounging,) small, narrow, 
highbacked, hard, and knotted : these, 
just as hia &ther had left, just as his 
' boyhood had seen, them, greeted him 
with a comfortless and chili, though 
&miliar welcome. It was evening : 
he ordered a lire and lights; and, 
leaning his face on his hand as he 
contemplated the fitful and dusky 
outbreakinga of the flame through 
the bars of the niggard and contracted 
grate, he sat himself down to hold 
commune with his heart. 

" So, I love this woman," said he, 
''do 1 1 Have I not deceived myself 1 
She is poor — no connexìon ; she has 
nothing whereby to reinstate my 
house's fortunes, to rebuild this man- 
sion, or repurchase yonder demesnes. 
I loye her ! 7, who bave known the 
vaine of her sex so well, that I bave 
Baid, again and again, I would not 
ehackle life with a princess t Love 
may withstand possession — true — but 
not time. In three years there would 
be no gloiy in the face of Constance, 
and I shouldbe — ^what ì Hy fortunes, 



broken aa they ave^ eas niji^opt me 
alone, and miAk my tsw mai». Bui 
if married ! the haoghty Constaoce 
my wife ! Nay, nay, nay ! this must 
not be thought of ! I, the hero of 
Paris ! the pupil of Saville ! I, to be 
so beguiied as cren to dream of such 
a madness ! 

" Tet I haye that within me that 
might make a stir in the world — I 
might rise. Professions are open; 
the Diplomacy, the House of Com- 
mona. What ! Percy Qodolphin be 
ass enough to grow ambitious! to 
toil, to fret, to slave, to answer fool» 
on a first principio, and die at leng^ 
of a broken heart or a lost place t 
Pooh, pooh ! I, who despise your 
prime-ministers, can scarcely stoop to 
their apprenticeship. Life is too 
short for toil. And what do men 
strive fori — ^to enjoy : but why not 
ei^'oy without the toill And relin* 
quish Constance? Ay, it is but one 
woman loat ! " 

So ended the soliloquy of a man 
scarcely of age. The world teachea 
US its last lesBons betimes ; but then, 
lest we should bave nothing loft te 
acquire from its wisdom, it employs 
the rest of our life in unleaming ali 
that it first taught. 

Meanwhile, the time approached 
when Lord Erpingham was to arrive 
at Wendover Castle; and at length 
carne the day itself. Naturally anxious 
to eujoy as exclusively as possible the 
company of her son the first day of 
his return from so long an absence. 
Lady Erpingham had asked no one to 
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BDMthim. TheaarrBheftvytnnrellixig^ 
canriage at length. rolled clatteiing up 
the court-yard ; and in a few minutes 
a tali man, in the prime of life, and 
boraowing some faTOurable effisct as 
to person from the large doak of 
Tolyet and fura whloh hang round 
him, entered the room» and laiàj 
Erpingham embraced her son. The 
kind and &miliar manner with which 
he anffwered her inqairìe» and oon- 
l^^aiAilatÌDns was somewhat changed 
whenhe &uddenly parceired Constance. 
Locd Brpingham waa a coldman, and, 
Uke moat cold m6n> ashamed of the 
evidence of affection. He greeted 
Gonatance Ywy quietly; and, as she 
thought, slightly : but his eyes tnmed 
to her fiu* more often than any ftiend 
of Lord EìrpinghAm's might over h»re 
zemarked those laige round haael 
eyes tum to any one before. 

When the earl witihdrew to- adjust 
his toilet for dinner, Lady Erpingham, 
aa she wiped her eyes, could not help 
exclaiming to Constanoe, " Is he not 
haadsome) — What a figure ! " 

Constanoe was a little addicted ta 
fiatteiy where she- liked the one who 
was to be flattered, and she assented 
readily enough to thematernalvemark. 
Hitìierto, however, she had not ob- 
served any thing more in Lord Erping* 
ham than his height and his cloak : 
ai he re^ntered and led her to the 
dining-ioom she took a better^ though 
8^1 but a casual, surrey. 

Lord Erpingham waa that sort of 
person of wÌK>m men always say, 
"What a prodigiously fine fellow!" 
He was above six feet high, stout in 
proportion: not, indeed, accurately 
formed, nor graceful in hearing, but 
quite as muoh so as a man of six feet 
high need be. He had a manly com- 
plexion of brown, yellow, and red. 
His whiskers were exoeedingly large, 
black, andwell arranged. His eyes, 
aa I bave befisre said, were round, 
Uuge, and hazet; they were also un- 
meaning. His teeth were good ; and 



his nùB», ìkMtat aquiUiie nor Omolni, 
WBS yet a Tery showy nose npon the 
whole. Ali the maidrservantaadBi&red 
him; and yen félt, in looking al him, 
that it was a pity our army shonld 
lese so good a grwiadier. 

Lord Brpingham waa a Whig of tilie 
old sohool: he tbougfat the Tory 
boroughs ought to be thvown opan. 
He was genenUlyeonidtred asensible 
man. He had read Blaekstone, Hos- 
tesquieu, Cowper's Poems^ and '''The 
Sainbler ; " and he was alwayo heard 
with great attention in the ISonse oC 
Lordi* In his moral aharaobn he waa 
a òofi moaìU, a» far as wine i» oon^ 
cerned; for choioe mHiitff he oand 
nothing. He was good^natuMd, but 
olose; brave enough to figh^ »^ éuel, 
if neoesMiry ; and religiou» enough tt» 
go to church once »>weak-^iiL the 
country; 

So far Lord Erpingham might seem 
modelled from one of SMr Waiter^s 
heroes : we must rererse the meda^ 
andshowthe pointain which hedlfl^d 
firom those patteras of propriety.. 

Like the- generalità of hts< class, ha 
was peouliarly loose in^ his n«tioiiB< of 
women, thoug^ not arnioni in parsuli 
of them. Hi» amoura* had been 
among opera-dancerS) "beosoBO," aa 
he waa wont to say; " there was no 
d— d bore with theTru" Lord Bk^g^ 
barn was always oonsidered a high- 
minded jsmu People ohose him' aa 
an umpire in quarrels ,* and' told a 
story (whick waa- noi true) of bla 
having held some state oiBoe fbr a 
whole year, and insisted on retnming 
the emoluments. . 

Such was RobertEarl of Elrpingham* 
During dinner, at whioh he displayed, 
to bis mother's- great delight, a most 
excellent appetito, he listened, aa well 
as he mi^t, considering the mor» 
leg^timato occupation of the tiane and 
season, to Lady Erpingham's recitala 
of county history ; her long answera 
to his brìef inquiries whether old 
frìends were dead and young ones 
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marrìed; and his countenance brìght- 
ened up to an expression of interest 
— almost of intelligence — when he 
wastold that birds were said to be 
plentiful. 

Ab tbe &er7ants left the room, and 
Lord Erpingham took his first glass 
of claret, the conyersation fell upon 
Percy Godolphin. 

"He has been staying with ns a 
whole fortnìght," said Lady Erping- 
ham ; " and, by the by, he said he had 
met you in Italy, and mentioned yonr 
name as it deserved." 

" Indeed ! And did he really con- 
descend to praise mei" said Lord 
Erpingham, wìth eagemess ; for there 
was that abont Godolphin, and his 
repntation for &stidionsness, which 
gare a rarity and a yalue to his praise, 
at least to lordly ears. "Ah ! he 's a 
queer fellow : he led a yeiy singalar 
life in Italy." 

"So I bave always heard,** said 
Lady Erpingham. "But of what 
description 1 was he very wild 1 " 

"No, not ezactly: there was a 
good deal of mystery abont him : he 
saw Tery few English, and those were 
chiefly men who played high. He 
was said to haye a great deal of leam- 
ing, and so forth." 

" Oh ! then he was snrronnded, I 
suppose, by those medalists and pic- 
ture*6eUers, and other impostors, who 
liye upon snch of our countrymen as 
think themselyes blessed with a tasto 
or afflicted with a genius," said Lady 
Erpingham ; who, haying liyed with 
the wits and orators of the time, had 
caught mechanically their way of 
rounding a period. 

" Far from it ! " retumed the earl. 
" Gk)dolphin is much too deep a fellow 
for that : he 's not easily taken in, I 
assure you. I confess I don't like him 
theworse for that,'' added the dose 
noble. " But he liyed with the Italian 
doctors and men of science ; and en- 
couraged, in particular, one strange 
fellow who affected sorcery, I fancy, 



or something yery like it. Godolphin 
resided in a yery lonely spot at Rome: 
and I belieye laboratories, and cai- 
drons, and ali sorts of deyilish things, 
were always at work there — at least, 
so people said.** 

"And yet," said Constance, "you 
thought him too sensible to be easily 
taken ini" 

" Indeed I do, Miss Yemon ; and 
the proof of it is, that no man has lesa 
fortune or is more made of. He plays, 
it is true, but only occasionally ; though 
as a player at games of skill — ^piquet, 
billiards, whist, — he has no equal, 
unless it be SayUle. But then Sayille, 
entre rums, is suspected of playing 
unfairly." 

" And you are quite suro," said the 
placid Lady Erpingham, "that Mr. 
Gk>dolphin is only indebted to skill 
for his success ì " 

Constance darted a glance of fire at 
the speaker. 

" Why, fEiith, I belieye so ! Ko one 
eyer accused him of a single shabby, 
or eyen suspicious trick : and indeed,- 
as I said before, no one was eyer more 
sought after in society, though he 
shuns it ; and he's deyilish right^ for 
it 's a cursed bore ! " 

"My dear Bobertl at your age!" 
exclaimed the mother. 

" But," continued the earl, tuming 
to Constance — " but. Miss Yemon, a 
man may haye his weak point ; and 
the cunning Italian may haye hit on 
Gk)dolphin's, cleyer as he is in general : 
though, for my part, I will teli you 
frankly, I think he only encouraged 
him to mystify and perplex people, 
just to get talked of— yanity, in short. 
He's a good-looking fellow, that 
Godolphin — eh ? " continued the earl, 
in the tono of a man who meant you 
to deny what he asserted. 

" Oh, beautiful ! " said Lady Erping- 
ham. " Such a countenance I " 

" Deuced pale, though !^h1 — and 
not the best of figures : thin, narrow- 
shouldered, eh — eh 1 " 
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Qodolphin's proportions were fault- 
leBB ; but your Btrapping heroes think 
of a moderate-Bized man as xnathema- 
ticians define a point— declare that 
he has no length nor breadth whatso- 
ever. 

" What Bay you, Constancel " asked 
Lady Erpingham, meaningly. 

Oonstanee felt the meuìing, and 
repliod calmly^ that Mr. Godolphin 



appeared lo her handsomer than any 
one Bhe had Been lately. 

Lord Erpingham played with hia 
neckcioth, and Lady Erpingham rose 
to leaye the room. " D--d fine girl 1" 
Baid the earl, as he shnt the door 
apon Constance; — ** bnt d— d aharp 1" 
added he, aa he resettled himMlf onk 
hischair. 
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Il was the CYcning of the ball to he 
glYen in honour of Lord Erpingham's 
arrÌYal. Constance, dressed for con- 
questi sat alone in her dressing-room. 
Her woman had just left her. The 
lights stili bumed in profusion about 
the antique chamber^ (antique, for it 
was situated in the oldest part of the 
castle;) those lights streamed full 
upon the broad brow and ezquisite 
features of Miss Vemon. As she 
leaned back in her chair — ^the fairy 
foot upon the low Qothic stool, and 
the hands drooping beslde her de- 
spondingly — her countenance betrayed 
much, but not serene, thought ; and, 
mixed with that thought, was some- 
thing of irresolution and of great and 
real sadness. 

It is not, as I haYe before hinted, 
to be supposed that Constance's lot 
had been hitherto a proud one, CYcn 
though she was the most admired 
beauty of her day ; CYcn though she 
liYed with, and received adulation 
from,the high, and noble,and haughty 
of her land. Often, in the glittering 
crowd that she attracted around her, 
her ear, sharpened by the jealousy and 
pride of her nature, caught words 
that dashed the cup of pleasure and of 
vanity with shame and anger. " What ! 
that the Yemon's daughterl Poor 
girl! dependent entirely on Lady 
Erpingham ! Ah ! she 11 take in some 
xich raturier, I hope." 



Such words from ill-tempered dow- 
agers and faded beauties were no 
unfrequent interruption to her brief- 
lÌYed and wearisome triumphs. She 
heard manoeuYrìng mothers caution 
their booby sons, whom Constance 
would bave looked into the dust had 
they dared but to touch her hand, 
against her untitled and undowried 
charms. She saw cautious earls, who 
were ali courtesy one night, ali cold- 
ness another, as some report had 
reached them, accusing their hearts 
of feeling too deeply her attractionsi, 
or, as they themselYes suspected, for 
the first time, that a heart was not a 
word for a poetical nothing, and that 
to look on so beautiful and glorious a 
creature was sufficient to conYinoe 
them, cYcn yet, of the possibilitj 
of emotion. She had felt to the 
quick the condescending patronage of 
duchesses and chaperons ; the oblique 
hint; the nice and fine distinction 
which, in polished circles,dÌYÌdes each 
grade from the other, and allows you 
to be galled without the pleasure of 
feeling justified in offence. 

AH thìs, which, in the flush and 
heyday of youth, and gaiety, and 
loYeliness, would haYe been unnoticed 
by other women, rankled deep in the 
mind of Constance Yernon. The 
imago of her dying father, hìs com- 
plalnts, his accusations, (the justiceof 
which she noYer for an instant quea- 
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ti<med,) rose up before her in the 
brightest honn of the dance and the 
revel. She was noi one of thcee 
women whose moek and gentle nature 
would fly what wennds them : Oon- 
atanoe had resolved te oonquer. De- 
Bpising glitter, and gfatety, and show, 
she bamed, she thinted f9r powei>— 
n power vbloh cotdd retaliate the in- 
fluita she faneied ahe had reeeived, 
and Bhould tum condescenalen ìnto 
komage. Thia objeot, which erery 
oasnal word, eveiy heedleas glanoe 
from aaother, fized deeper and deeper 
in her heart^ took a aort of aanctity 
from the assoctationB with which ahe 
linked it-^her father^a memory and 
bis dying breath. 

At thia aDoment in which we bare 
pertrayed her, ali theae reatlesa, and 
aere, and hangbty foeUnga were busy 
within; bnttheywereoombated, even 
while the more fieroely aronaed, by 
one aoft and tender thooght-^the 
imago of CkKlolphin^'-of (£>dolphin, 
the apendthrift heir of a broken for- 
tune and a fallen house. She felt too 
deeply that she loved him ; and, igno- 
rant of bis worldiier qnalities, ima- 
gined that he loved her with ali the 
derotion of that romanoe, and the 
ardour of that geniua, whioh appeared 
te her to compose hia chavacter. But 
thia perauasioh gave her now no de> 
lightfulemotion. €oniiaeed that she 
onght to reject him, hia image only 
cok>ured with sadnesa thoae o);rject8 
and that ambition whioh ahe had 
hitherto regarded with an ezulting 
pride. She was not the leas beat on 
the lofty ends of iier destiny ; but the 
gleiy and the illnrion had fallen fix>m 
them. She had taken an insight into 
futority, and felt, that to ei\joy powor 
was to lese happinesa. Yet, with thia 
foli eoaTicti(»i, she fonook the hap- 
pinesa and clung to the power. Alaa t 
for «ur beat and wiaeat theoriea; our 
problema» our ayatoms, our philoso^ 
phy ) Human bdnga will nerer ceaae 
to mSati^e the meaiu fcr the end; 



and, deapite the dogmaa of sages, ouf 
oondnct doea nei depend on our 
oonviotioiia. 

Oattiage after carriage had roned 
beneath the Windows of the room 
where Constance sat, and atill she 
mored not ; until, at lengtè, a certain 
composnre, as ìf the result of some 
determination, stole over her features. 
The brilliant and transpardnt hues 
retumed to her check, and, aa she 
rose and stood erect, with a certain 
ealmness and energy on her lip an4 
forehead, perhaps ber beauty had 
never seemed of so lofty and august a 
caat. In passing through the cham- 
ber, she stopped for a moment oppo- 
site the mirror that refleeted ber 
stately shape in its fhll height. 
Beauty is so truly the weapon of 
Woman, that it is as impossible for 
her, cren in grief, wholly to forget ita 
eflbct, aa it is for the dying warrior to 
look with indifference on the sword 
with whioh he has won bis trophies or 
bis &me. Nor was Constance that 
OToning dièposed to be indifferent to 
the efifeet ahe should produce. Bhe 
looked on the reieetion of berself 
with a feeling of trìumph, not arising 
from yanity alone. 

And when did mirror eyer gire 
bade a fbnn more worthy of a Periclea 
to worship, or an Apelles to paint! 
Though but little remored ttam the 
oommen height^ the impivssion Con- 
stance alwaya gare was that of a per» 
Bon much taller than sbe really waa. 
A certain BM^eety in the tum of the 
head, the fall of the shoulders, the 
breadth of the brow, and the ezoeed- 
ing catanneas <yf the features, inrested 
her with an air which I bave never 
seen equalled by any one, but which, 
had Fasta been a bea«ty, she might 
bare possessed. But there waa no- 
thing hard or harsh in thia mijesty. 
Whataoeter of a maseuline nature 
Oonetanoe might bare iaherited, m>- 
'thiag maKullne, nething not «xqui- 
sitely femlfilM^ waa Tialble in her 
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person. Her shape was rounded, and 
Bufficiently full io show, that in 
middle ago ito beauty would be pre- 
senred by tbat richness and frealiness 
irbich a moderate increase of the prò- 
portiona always gives to the sex. Her 
arma and hands were, and are, even to 
this day, of a beauty the more striking, 
because it is so rare. Nothing in any 
European country is more uncommon 
than an arm really beautiful both in 
bue and shape. In any assembly we 
go tOy what miserable bones, what 
angular elbows, what red skins, do we 
see under the cover of those capacious 
Bleeyes, which are only one whit less 
ngly. At the time I speak of, those 
coverings were not wom; and the 
white, round* dazzling arm of Con- 
Btance, bare almost to the shoulder, 
was girded by dazzling gema, which at 
once set off, and were foiled by, the 
beauty of nature. Her hair was of the 
most luxuriant, and of the deepest^ 
black ; and it was worn in a fashion — 
then uncommon, without being bizarre 
— ^no w hackneyed by the plainest faces, 
though suiting only the highest order 
of beauty ; — I mean that simple and 
classic fashion to which the French 
bave given a name borrowed from 
Calypso, but which appears to me 
Buited rather to an intellectual than 
ayoluptuousgoddess. Her long lashes, 
and a brow delicately but darkly pen- 
cilled, gave additional eloquence to 
an eye of the deepest blue, and a 
classic contour to a profile so slightly 
aquiline, that it was oommonly con- 
Bidered Grecian. That necessary 
completion to ali real beauty of either 
Bcx, the short and curved upper lip, 
terminated in the most di^g;y.lmg teeth, 
and the ripe and dewy under lip ad- 
ded to what was noble in her beauty 
that charm also which is exclusively 
feminine. Her complexion was ea- 
pricious ; now pale, now tinged with 
the pink of the sea-shell, or the softest 
Bhade of the rose-leaf : but in either it 
waa so transparenty that you doubted 



which became her the most. To 
these attractions, add a throat^ a bust 
of the most dazzling whiteness, and 
the justest proportions ; a foot, whose 
least beauty was ito smallness ; and a 
waist narrow — not the narrowness of 
tenuity or constraint; — but round, 
graduai, insensibly less in ito compres- 
sion : — ^and* the person of Constance 
Yemon, in the bloom of her youth, is 
before you. 

She passed with her quiet and 
stately step from her room, through 
one a4joining it, and which we stop 
to notice, because it was her custo- 
mary sitting-room when not with 
Lady Erpingham. There had Godol- 
phin, with the foreign but courtly 
freedom, the respectful and chiyalric 
case of Ids manners, often sought her ; 
there had he lingered in order to 
detain her yet a moment and a mo- 
ment longer firom other company, 
seeking a sweet excuse in some remark 
on the books that strewed the tables, 
or the music in that recess, or the 
foresi scene firom those Windows 
through which the moon of autumn 
now stole with ito own peculiar power 
to sofben and subdue. As these recol- 
lections came across her, her step 
faltered and her colour &ded from ito 
glow : she paused a moment, cast a 
moumful glanoe round the room, and 
then tore herself away, descended the 
lofby staircase, passed the stone-hall 
melancholy witlL old banners and 
rusted cresto, and bore her beauty 
and her busy heart into the thicken- 
ing and gay crowd. 

Her eye looked once more round 
for the graceful form of Godolphin: 
but he was noi yisible ; and she had 
Bcarcely saiisfied herself of ibis before 
Lord Erpingham, the hero of the 
evening, approached and clalmed her 
band. 

" I bare just performed my duty,** 
said he, with a galUmtiy of speech 
not common to Um, ''now for my 
reward. I haye donced the first dance 
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with Lady Margaret Midgecombe : I 
come, according to yonr promise, io 
dance the secoud with you." 

There was something in these words 
that stung one of the morbid remem- 
branoes in Miss Yemon's mind. Lady 
Margaret Midgecombe, in ordinary 
life, would bave been thought a good- 
looking, Yulgar girl : — she was a Duke's 
daughter, and she was tenned a Hebe. 
Her little nose, and ber fresb colour, 
and her silly but not unmaUcious 
laugb, were called enchanting; and 
ali irregularities of feature, and faults 
of shape, were absolutely tumed into 
merits by that odd commendation, so 
common with us — "A deuced fine 
girl ; none of your regular beanties." 
Not only in the county of * * ^shire, 
but in London, had Lady Margaret 
Midgecombe been set up as the rivai 
beauty of Constance Yemon. And 
Constance, far too lovely, too cold, 
too proud, not to acknowledge beauty 
in others, where it really existed, was 
nevertheless una£fectedly indignant at 
a comparison so unworthy : eie even, 
at times, despised her own olùms to 
admiration, since daims so immea- 
Burably inferior could be put into 
competition with them. Added to 
this sere feeling for Lady Margaret^ 
was one created by Lady Margaret's 
mother. — ^The Duchess of Winstoun 
was a woman of ordinary birth — ^the 
daughter of a peer of great wealth 
but new fiunily. She had married, 
however, one of the most powerful 
dukes in the peerage; — a stupid, 
heayy, pompous man, with four casUes, 
eight parkfi, a coal-mine, a tin-mine, 
six boroughs, and about thirty livings. 
Inactive and reserved, the duke was 
seldom seen in public : the care of 
supporting bis rank devolyed on the 
duchess; and she supported it with 
as much solemnity of purpose as if 
she had béenacheesemonger's daugh- 
ter. Stately, insolente and coarse ;-« 
asked eveiywhere; Insulting ali; 
hated and courted; Buch was the 



Duchess of Winstoun, and such, pei^ 
haps, bave been other daohesses before 
her. 

Be it understood that» at that day. 
Fashion had not rìsen to the despot- 
ism it now exgoys : it took its oolonr- 
ing from Power, not controlied it I 
shall show, indeed, how much of ita 
present condition that Ffuhùm owea 
to the Heroine of these Memoirs. 
The Duchess of Winstoun could not 
now be that great person she was 
then : ihere is a certain good taste in 
Fashion which repels the mere inso- 
lence of Bank — which requires per- 
sons to be either agreeable, or brilliant, 
or at least originai — which weigba 
stupid dukes in a righteoua balanoe^ 
and fìnds vulgar duche^ses wanting. 
But in lack of this new authority^ 
this moral scbastocrator between the 
Soyereign and the dignity hitherto 
considered next to the Sovereign'a— 
her Grace of Winstoun exerdsed with 
impunity the rìghts of insolence. She 
had taken an especial dislike to Con- 
stance : — parUy because the few good 
judges of beauty, who ca^e neither for 
rank nor report^had yeiy unreserredly 
placed Miss Yemon beyond the reach 
of ali competition with her daughter ; 
and principally, because the high 
spirit and keen irony of Constance 
had given more than once to the 
duchess's effrontery so cutting and 
so public a check, that she had felt 
with astonishment and rage there was 
one woman in that world — ^that wo- 
man too unmarried — who could retort 
the rudeness of the Duchess of Wina- 
touiL Spiteful, howeyer, and nume- 
rous were the things she said of Miss 
Yernon, when Miss Yemon was ab- 
sent; and haughty beyond measure 
were the inclination of her head and 
the tone of her yoice when Miss 
Yernon was present. If, therefore, 
Constance wasdisliked by the duchess, 
we may readily belieye that she re- 
tumed the didike. The yery name 
roused her spleen and her pride; and 
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it waB with a feeling ali a woBian% 
though Bcareély feminine in tfae 
amiable sense of the word, that she 
leamed to whom the bonour of Lord 
Erpingham's pieeedence had been 
(thongh neceflsarily) given. 

As Lord Erpingham led her to her 
place, a buaz of admiration and en- 
thusiasm followed her steps. Tbis 
pleased Erpii^giiam moretfaan, at that 
moment, it did Constonce. Already 
intoxicated by her beauty, he was 
proud of the effect it prodneed on 
others, £»r that effl^tvas a eompli- 
ment te hk taste. He ezerted faim- 
self to be agreeaMe ; nay, more, to be 
fascinating : he affected alowYoice ; and 
be attempted — ^er man ! — ^to flatter. 

The DiiohesB oi Wìnstonn and her 
daughter sat béhind on an elevated 
bench. They eaw wìtk especìal ad- 
yantage the attentiens with which 
one of the greatest df England's earls 
bonoured the dangfater of one of the 
greatest of England's orators. They 
were shocked at bis want of dignity. 
Constanoe pereehsed thàr chagrin, 
and she kn^ a more pleased and at- 
tentive notice to liord Erpinghara'b 
oom^iments : ber eyes sparbled and 
ber cbeek blusbed: .and tibe good 
felks around, admirìng Lord Erping^ 
bam's immense whislEers, thougbt 
Ocmstance in love. 

It was just at 1^ tùne that Percy 
Gedolpbin «nteied tiw reom. 

Altbottgb Oodolphin's penaon was 
not of a sbowy order^ there was some- 
thing abont bim that always arrested 
attentioiL His sdr ; bis cazriage ; bis 
les^ &,ìr locks ; bis rich and foreiga 
babit of drese, wbicb bis high foeaiing 
and intellectiuileonntaianceredeemed 
fr^an oexeombx7; ali, nnited, gave 
Bometbix^ remarkable astd distin- 
guisbed te bis a^eanmce; and ike 
ÌBtM«st attacbed te bis fottanes, and 
te bis social Tc^niatàoa for genins and 
eeeentrictty, ooéld sot fall of ìnereas- 
ìng the e^feot be prodneed wbea bis 
nane WM koovzw 



Ffom Iftie tìrrong of idle» "ttiat ga- 
tberedarmind bkn ; fhnn t^e tows of 
the great and 1^ smiles of the &ir ^ 
God^pbin, bewerer, dinected bis 
wbole notrce--bi8 whole -sonl-^to the 
spo* wbieb wasbaìlowed by Oonstsnce 
YenotL He saw ber engaged with 
a man ricb, powerful, and handsome. 
He saw tbat she listened to b«r part- 
ner with erident interest — ^that be 
addressed ber witb ^eTÌdent admira- 
tion. His beart sank wìthin bim; 
he felt faint and sick; tben «ame 
anger — mortification ; tben agony and 
despalr. Ali bis former resolntions — 
ali bis pmdence, bis worldliness, bis 
caatien, vanished at once; be fblt 
only tbat be lored, tbat he was sttp^ 
planted, tbat be was nndone. The 
dark and fieree passions of his yoirtb, 
of a nature in realHy wild and vehe- 
ment, sweptawayatonee the projects 
andthefabrìcs of tbat sballow and chili 
philosopby be bad boirowed from the 
world, «nd deemed the wisdom of the 
doset. A «ottage and a desert with 
Oott8tainoe~^0onstaince ali bis-^beart 
and band-^would ha/re been Paradise : 
be wenld bai^ narsed no ether ambi" 
tion, nor dreamed of a tewaid beyond. 
Such e^et bas jealousy npon us. We 
confido, and we besitate to aceept a 
boon : we are jealons, and we would 
lay down life to attain it. 

" Wbat a handsome fellow Erping- 
barn is!" said a young man m a 
earalry regiment. 

Cbdolphìn beard, and groaned 
audibly. 

"And wbat a derilfeb^ handsome 
giri be is dancing witb ! ** said anotber 
young man, frem Oxford 

"Oh, Miss Vemon!— By Jore, 
Erpìngbam seems smitten. What a 
eapital tbing it wonld be for ber !** 

•' And ftw Mm, too !" cried the more 
èbivalroQs OxonSan. 

** Hnmpb ! " said the officer. 

**1 benrd," renew«d the Oxonnm, 
**ù^i sbe was io be manied to young 
Oedolpidn. He was «taying bet« a 
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Aati time ago. Tkey rode and 
walked togeither. What a Inoky felloir 
ke faas ^een 1 I don't know any one 
I should to mack like io see." 

"Hush 1" said athird peraoQ^Uok- 
iagatOodolpkin. 

Percf moved on. AooompUshed 
aad aelf eoUected as hb usually waa, 
ha eoiild adì whoUy oonceal the hell 
withiiL Hk brow grew knit and 
gloom^: he soarcely [retnrned the 
salutationa he received ; and moving 
out of the crowd, he stole to a Beat 
behind a iaige pillar^ and, aearoely 
seen bj anj one, fized his eyes on 
the form and moTementa of Mìbb 
Yernon. 

It «o happened that he had plaeed 
himBelf in the vicinity of the Ducheas 
of Winatonn, and whhin hearing of 
the conrenation that I am about to 
vecoxtl. 

The dance bebug 07or,Lord Erping- 
ham led Gonttanoe to a Beat dose by 
Lady ICaigaret Hidgeeombe. The 
daoheBB had fonned her phtn of «t- 
taok ; and, riaing as ab» saw Oonstanoe 
vMm reach, approaehed her ìvìth an 
air that aifibcted civility. 

" fioir do yon do, Mias Yemen ? I 
am happy to aee yon looking bo well. 
Whst tnith in the report» «h T And 
tìie docheBB shoved her teeth— «rìb- 
lioa,msleà. 

^ What r^ort docs your graoe 
aUttde to T 

" Nay, Bay ; I am snre Lord Erping^ 
ham hM heard it as well as myadf ; 
and I irijrii for your aake, (a sUght 
emphaBiSy) indeed, for both yonr flakes, 
that it may be trae." 

<' To wait till the DadieBs of Wins- 
toon apeakB mtelìigiUy, wonld be a 
waate of her time and my 0¥m/' said 
tÌM haoghty Constonce, with the rade- 
nesa in which ahe then deìighted, and 
fer^hichahe has idnoe bceome knoim. 
Bst the daohefls waa not to be of- 
fimded nntii die had oompl«(ed her 
manoeuvre. 

''Well, iwir," «dd ahe^tnnìiBg to 



Lord Erpingham, '' I appeal to yon : 
ifl not Miss VenMin to be married 
wry Boon to ì€r. Godolphin 1 I am 
so», (with an aflfeoted good4iature 
and eompaBBlen that stnng Constanoe 
to the quick,) I am Bore I hopt se." 

" Upon my word yen amaae me," 
said Lord Eipingham, (^Mning to 
their fuUeflt extent the Urge, roond, 
hazel eyes, for which he was so jnatly 
celebrated. ^'I nerer heard this 
before." 

"Oh! a secret as yeti" said the 
dnchess : " very well 1 I can keep a 
secret" 

Lady Margaret leoked down, and 
laughed prettily. 

"I thought tillnow," said Oonstanoe, 
with grate compoeure, " that no per- 
son could be more contemptible than 
one who eoUeete idle reports : I now 
find I was wrong : a person infinitely 
more contemptible is one who tmneats 
them." 

The rade dnchess, beat at her own 
weapons, blnshed with anger even 
through her rouge: but Constanoe 
tnmed away, and, stili leaning on 
Lord Erpingham'e ann, songht an- 
other seat;— that seat^ on the oppo- 
site side of the pillar behind which 
Gk>dolphin sat, was stili wìthin his 
hearing. 

" Upon my werd, Klas Yemon," 
said Erpingham, " I admire your 
Bpirìt. Nothing like setting down 
those absnrd people who tiy to tesse 
one, and think one daree not retort. 
But pray — I hope l'm not impertinent 
— pcay mi^ I aak if this mmonr bare 
ony truthìnit?" 

" Oertainly not»" said Constanoe, 
with greaft efibrt, bnt in a dear tono. 

" Ka: I should haye thonght not-^ 
I shonld bave thonght not Qod<d- 
phin's mueh teo poor,— -mnch too poor 
fi>r yon. Waa Yemen is not bom to 
many for love in a cottage,— -is she)" 

Gonstance sighed. 

That soft,low tene thrilled to Gk>dol- 
phin's yery heart He beat forward : 
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answer ; 



he held his breath: he thirsted for 
her voice ; for some tone, some word in 
it carne noi st that moment. 

" Tou rememberj^renewedtheearl, 

— " you remember Miss L ì no : 

she was before your time. Well ! she 

married S , much such another 

fellow aaGodolphin. He had not a 
shilling: but he lived well: had a 
house in Mayfair; gave dinners; 
hunted at Melton, and so forth : in 
short, he played high. She had about 
ten thousand pounds. They married, 
and lived for two years so comfortably, 
you bave no idea. Erery one envied 
theìn. They did not keep a dose 
carriage, but he used to drive her out 
io dinners in his French cabriolet.* 
There was no show — no pomp : every- 
thing deuced neat, though ; quite love 
in a cottage-^only the cottage was in 
Curzon Street. At length, however, 

the cards tumed; S lost every- 

thing : owed more than he could ever 
pay : we were forced to cut him ; and 

his relation. Lord , coming into 

the ministry a year afterwards, got 
him a place in the Customs. They 
live at Brompton : he wears a pepper- 
and-salt coat, and she a mob-cap, with 
pink ribands : they bave five hundred 
a-year, and ten children. Such was 

the fate of S 's wife; such may 

be the fate of Godolphin's. Oh, Miss 
Vemon could not marry him I " 

" You are right, Lord Erpingham,** 
said Constance, with emphasis ; " but 
you take too much licence in ezpress- 
ing your opinion." 

Before Lord Erpingham could stam- 
mer forth his apology, they heard a 
slight noise behind : they tumed ; 
Godolphin had risen. His counte- 
nance, always inclined to a calm 
severity — ^for thought is usually severe 
in its outward aspect — ^bent now on 
both the speakers with so dark and 
menacing an aspect, that the stout 
earl felt bis heart stand stili for a 

* Tben uncommon. 



moment; and Constance was appalled 
as if it had been the apparition, and 
not the living form, of her lover that 
she beheld. But scarcely had they 
seen this ezpression of countenance, 
ere it changed. With a eold and 
polished smile, a relazed brow, and 
profound inclination of his form, 
Godolphin greeted the two : and, 
passing from his seat with a slow 
step, glided among the crowd, and 
vanished. 

What a Btrange thing, after ali, is 
a great assembly ! An immense mob 
of persons, who feel for each other 
the profoundest ìndifference — met 
together to join in amusements, which 
the large majority of them consider 
wearisome beyond conception. How 
unintellectual, how uncivilised, such 
a scene, and such actors! What a 
remnant of barbarous times, when 
people danced because they had no- 
thing to say! Were there nothing 
ridiculous in dancing, there would be 
nothing ridiculous in seeing wise men 
dance. But that sight would be 
ludicrous, because of the disparity 
between the mind and the occupa- 
tion. However, we bave some excuse; 
we go to these assemblies to sell our 
daughters, or flirt with our neigh- 
bours* wives. A ball-room is nothing 
more or less than a great market- 
place of beauty. For my part, were 
I a buyer, I should like making my 
purchases in a less public mart. 

" Come, Godolphin, a glass of cham- . 
pagne," cried the young Lord Belvoir, 
as they sat near each other at the 
splendid supper. V 

" With ali my heart ; but not from 
that bottle! We must bave a new 
one ; for this glass is pledged to Lady 
Delmour, and I would not drink to 
her health but from the first sparkle ! 
Nothing tame, nothing insipid, no- 
thing that has lost its first freshnesa, 
can be dedicated to one so beautiful 
and young." 

The fresh bottle was opened, and 
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Godoiplìin bowed over hia glass io 
Lord Belvoir'B sister-^a Beauty and a 
Blue. Lady Belmonr admired Godol- 
phin, and she was flattered by a eom> 
pliment that no one whoUy educated 
in England wonld bave bad ibe gallant 
courage io ntter aerosa a crowded 
table. 

" Tou bare been dancing T Bidd she. 

" No 1" 

"Wbattben!" 

<'Wbat tbenl" said Godolpbin; 
" Ab, Lady Delmonr, do not ask.'*— 
Tbe look tbat accompanied ibe word, 
sappliedtbemwiibameaning. "Need 
I add/' said be, in a loirer voice, " tbat 
I bave been thinking of tbe moet beau- 
tiful person presenti* 

" Poob 1" said Lady Delmour, tum* 
ing away ber bead. 

Now, tbat poch ìb a yeiy significant 
▼ord. Òn tbe lips of a man of busi- 
ness, it denotes contempt for romance; 
on tbe lips of a politician, it rebukes 
a tbeory. Witb tbat monosyllable, a 
pbilosopber massacres a &llacy : by 
tbose four letters, a ricb man gets rid 
of a brigar. Bnt in tbe rosy moutb 
of a woman, tbe harshnesa yaniabes, 
tbe disdain becomes encouragement. 
'' Poob r' saya tbe lady wben you teli 
ber sbe ia biuidaome ; but abe amilea 
wben abe saya it. Witb tbe aame 
reply sbe receires your protestation 
of love, and blusbes aa abe recelvea. 
Witb men it ia tbe atemeat, witb 
women tbe aofteat, ezclamation in 
tbe language. 

" Poob !" aaid Lady Delmour, tum- 
ing away ber bead : — ^and Godolpbin 
was in aingular apirits. Wbat a atrange 
tbing tbat we abould cali aucb bilarity 
from our gloom I Tbe atroke induces 
tbe flaab; excite tbe neryea by jea- 
lousy, by deapair, and witb tbe proud, 
you only trace tbe ezcitement by the 
mad mìrtb and bysterical laugbter it 
creates. 

Godolpbin waa cbarming eomme un 
amour, and tbe young counteaa waa 
deligbted witb bla gallontry. 



"Did you ever lore?" aaked abe^ 
tenderly, aa tbey aat alone after 
aupper. 

"Alaa,ye8!" aaidbe. 

"Howoftenr 

" Bead Marmontera atory of tbe 
'Four Pbiala:* I bare no otber an* 
awer." 

Ob, wbat a beautiful tale tbat ia t 
Tbe wbole hiatory of a man'a beart ia 
contained in it ! 

Wbile Godolpbin waa tbua talking 
witb Lady Delmour, bia wbole aoul 
waa witb Oonatance ; of ber only be 
tbougbt> and on ber be tbiiated for 
rerenge. Tbere ia a curioua pheno- 
menon in loro, abowing bow mucb 
vanity baa to do witb even tbe beat 
apeciea of it; wben, for your miatreaa 
to prefer anotlier, cbangea ali your 
affection into ba^*ed : — ^ia it tbe loèè 
of tbe miatresa, or ber prrferenoe to 
tbe otber) Tbe last, to be aure : for 
if tbe former, you would only grieve 
— but jealousy doea not make you 
grieve, it mokea you enraged ; it doea 
not aadden, it atinga. After ali, as 
we grow old, and look back on tbe 
" maater paaaion," bow we amile at 
tbe foola it made of uà — at tbe im- 
portance we attacb to it — ^at the mil- 
liona tbat bave been goyemed by it I 
Wben we ezamine tbe paaaion of love, 
it ia like examining tbe charact^r of 
some great man; we are aatonìahed' 
to perceire tbe littleneaaea tbat belong 
to it. We ask in wonder, " How come' 
Bucb effecia from aucb a cauae V 

Godolpbin continued talking aen- 
timent witb Lady Delmour, until ber 
lord, wbo waa very fond of bia carriage- 
boraea, came up and took ber away ; 
and tben, perhaps, glad to be relieved, 
Percy sauntered into tbe ball-room, 
wbere, thougb tbe crowd was some- 
wbat tbinned, the dance waa con- 
tinued witb tbat apirìt wbich alwaya 
aeema to increaae aa tbe night ad- 
yances. 

For my own part, I now and tben 
look late in at a ball aa a waming and 



46 



GQBOLPmir. 



grave siemeiito o£ the flight of time. 
Ifo amusemeai boloi^s of righò so 
essentially io the young, in their fixsfc 
youth, — to the unthinking^ làfi in- 
toxicated, — to those wheae bbod Is 
aa elixir. 

'' If CoBstance be womaa/' aaid 
Qodolphin to himself, as he retuzned 
to the baU-room, " I wili yet hnmble 
her to my inlL I bare not leamfid 
the science so long, to be now fòilsd 
in the fimt ouiment I haTe aerìonsly 
irished to triumph.'' 

Ab thia thon^t inapired and ex- 
eited him, he meyed along at some 
distaace ftom, but cacefnlly withìn 
i^ sight of Constance. He pansed 
by Ladj? Margaret Midgeeombe. He 
addressed her. Notwithstanding the 
ìnsolemee and the ignorance of the 
Dachflu of Wìnstoun, he waa welL 
mc^ved by bothmother and daughter; 
Some» persons there are, in ali titnes 
and in ali spheree, who oommand a 
oertain respeot, beoghi neither by 
nehes, ranh; nor even Bcrupnioaa 
BtoraHty' of condact They win ib 
by the repotaiàon tìiat talent alone 
can iràn them, and whioh yet is not 
ahrays the r^utation) of tallii. No 
man, even in- the frivolons BecietìflB.o# 
lihe gT9^ài, obtaiiis homage withont 
certain qnalitiea^ which, had they 
beea happily directed, would bave 
Qonduoted him to fame. Had the 
attention of &Gnmmoni, or of a — — <, 
been eazly tumed towarda what ougkù 
to be the objects desired, who can 
doobt thaiv inatead of the heroes of a 
drcle, they might bave been worthy 
of becoming names of posterity ì 

Thus, the genius of Qodolphin had 
drawn around him an édat whioh 
made eren the haughiiest wìUing to 
receive and to repay bis notice; and 
Lady Margaret actually blushed with 
pleasTire when he asked her to dance. 
A foreign dance, then only very par- 
tially known in England, had been 
called fbr : few were acquainted with 
ity— those only who had been abroad ; 



aad aa iba mvrexmmàM named te 
Beqnirepecnliar graoe of pessei^ aome 
ef)«i'ame^9theBe£BwdeeU]ied^tlureiq;& 
medeaty, theeadàèiAion.. 

Tethis dance Cbdelpbitt led Ladf 
Margaret. AH crowdsd round?, tot sm 
tìM> perfoBntt» ;. and as each: imnà 
throngh the giddy and intoxicaAing 
maae, they made remaiks oa the 
awkwardness, or the singulaxity, or 
the improprìety of the danna. Bui 
when Godolphia began> the Bmnmirs 
ehaaged. The ahnrandì stafcelymtta* 
aure then aàapteé te ti» stapt^ was 
one in wMek the gnoefol BQnBmMiEy 
of bis persen mig^ eminantly di^alay 
iiselfi La^ Maaigacet. wa» afr laast 
as well acquainted wiÉà. tìie danoe; 
aad the oonpte altogeiber so immea- 
surably excelled aU ounpetiton^ thaé 
the 988^ aa if srasibi^of iJk, stopped 
one after the other ; and when Gedoè* 
phin> pePc^Ti^gtiiafe tìi^ weve alen% 
stopped ateo, the speetaton nade iheiv 
a{^n>obali0n more aadiM» thav a^io» 
bation nsnally is ia polished sooiety: 

As Oodolpfaìai paused, hisieytftmeè 
those of Gonstance. Thero^wsas noi 
thera the ezpreasioa he had aaidcà* 
patad : thare wa» neUflier the aageir 
of jealou^y, nor the lestìcssneBS of 
oflbndedTantty, nov the desi» of co»» 
otiiation, yisièla in thoae> hoge and 
e^>eaking orba« A de^, a penetnt» 
ing", a sad mquiry aeemed to dweU òk 
her gaze,---Beemed anzious to i^eroe 
iato bis heart, and to disoo^er whe>, 
ther there she possessed the powev' 
to wound, or wheiher eaeh had been 
deoeiTed: so at least seemed that 
fixod and melancholy ìntenseaesa. of 
look to Qodolphin. He left Lady 
Margaret abmptìy: in an instaiEthe 
was by the side of Constance.. 

" You must be deUghted with thia 
evening,'* said he bittwiy: "wher- 
ever I go I bear your praises*: erery 
one admires you; and he who doea 
not admire so much as worship you, 
ke alone is beneath your notice.-. He 
— ^bom to such shattered fortoneB,-— 
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—he indeed might never cupire to 
tJiat which titled and wealthy idiota 
deem they may comìrumd, — the haud 
of Constance Vemon." 

Itwas with a low and cairn tone 
that Qodolphin spoke. Constance 
tumed deadly pale : her frame trem- 
bled; but she did not answer imme- 
diately. She moYed to a seat retired 
a little fcom the busy crowd : Qodol- 
phin follo wedj and sat hìmself beside 
her ; and then, with » uh^i ^K>rt, 
Constance spoke» 

'' You hwrd what mB said, Mr. 
Godolphin, and I grìfive to think you 
did* li I oflbnded you> howevev, for* 
g^ve me, I pray you ; I pray it sin- 
oerely-^wannly. Qod knows Ihare 
Buffered myself enongh from idle 
words, and from thealigh;^ingopimoa 
wiih which this hard worid Tisits tìie 
poor, not to fèel deep regret and 
shame if I wound, by llke means, an> 
other, more espeoially" — Coastaace's 
Toice trembled"~''niLore especially 
you!" 

As she spoke, «he tumed her eyes 
OH Qodolphi% and thejK weia full- of 
tears. The tendemess of hdr yoice, 
her look, melted him at once* Was 
it to him, indeed^ that the hanghty 
Constance addreued the woBds of 
kjndness and apology 1— to him whose 
extrinsio circumstamses.she'hiuiheaid 
descrìbed as so unwovtl^ of her, aad, 
his reasoB; told him, with sueh jus* 
iioeV 

"* Oh, Miss Yemon t '* saidr he» pas- 
BÌonately ; " Miss Y emoiL-^Confitaiioe 
x— dear, dear Constance! dare I cali 
you sol bear me one word. I love 
you with a love which leaves me no 
words to teli it. I know my faults, 



my poverty, my nnworthiness : but — 
but — ^may I — may I hopel" 

And ali the woman was in Con- 
stance's check, as she listened. That 
check, how richly was it dyed ! Her 
eyes drooped; her bosom heayed. 
How every word in those broken 
sentences sank iato her heart t never 
was a tone forgotten. The child may 
target ita moihev, «od ihe« mother 
desert ihe cUld: but: ae^w, nmet 
&om a womaa'» h«urti dspsìrta tha 
memory of tb« fini oonfessien oC love 
fìpom him whom.sbe first lovesl Sha 
lifted ber eyes, and agaùt withdfew 
tbem^ and agaia gased. 

«"This must not be/' at lart iha sud; 
'' no, no I it is feUy, madaesain both)" 

* Not so ; nay, not so t" whiapafod 
Godolphia, in the soflesl» aotea of a 
yoioe that eould narer he hanh» '*' It 
may seem foUy — ^madness if you wóll» 
that the bnUiant and aU-idoUMd Miss 
Yemon should listoR toithe tows oI 
so lowly an adorcr: buil try me— 
prore me, aad- own*— yesy^ yen wiU 
own some yeaxs hanee, that thai^foUy 
haa been happy bsyond the happioasa 
of prudenee or amhition*" 

» ThJs 1 " anawered CoMataaoe». stinigw 
gfittg with her emationa.; '< thia ia no 
spoti oc houx for snck a oaafereaQ^ 
Lei US meet to-mosrew^-tha-waadeiai 
ohunber." 

«^AndthehaurV 

<* Twalve !" 

** And I may hap6-»lill thea.!" 

Gonatanoe again giaw pala ; and in 
a voice that^ though it seacoely loft 
her lips, struck eoldaess. aad diamay 
into his suddan aad deUghted ooni> 
fidence, answered, 

" No,Percy,thereÌ8B.ohope 2— nona r 
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CJHAPTER XVIIL' 



THE IHnRTISW. — TH« CBISIS OF A LIFE. 



The western cbamberwastliat I bave 
mentioned as the one in which Con- 
Btance usually fized her retreat, when 
neither socìability nor state sum- 
moned her to the more public apart- 
ments. I shonld bave said tbatGodol- 
phin slept in the house ; for, coming 
from a distance, and throngb country 
roads, Lady Erpingham had proffered 
him that bospitality, and he had wil- 
lingly accepted it. Before the ap- 
pointed honr, he was at the appointed 
spot. 

He had passed the honn till then 
without even seeking bis pillow. In 
restless strìdes acroes bis cbaxnber, he 
had revolved those words with vbich 
Constanoe had seemed to deny the 
bopes sbe herself had created. Ali 
private and more selfisb schemes, or 
reflections, had vanished, as by magic, 
from the mind of a man prematnrely 
formedj bnt not yet wholiy bardened, 
in the monld of worldly specnlation. 
He thonght no more of what he sboald 
relinquish in obtaining ber band : 
with the ardonr of boyisb and real 
love, he thonght only of her. It was 
as if there ezisted no world bnt the 
little spot in wbich sbe breathed and 
moved. Poverty, privation, toil, the 
change of the manners and babits of 
bis wbole preyious life, to tbose of 
professional enterprìse and self-denial; 
— to ali tbis he looked forward, not 
so much with calmness as with 
trinmph. 

" Be bnt Constance mine T said he 
again and again ; and again and again 
those &tal words knocked at bis beart, 
** No bope — none I " and be gnafibed 
bis teeth in very angaish, and mnt- 



tered, " Bnt mine sbe will not — sbe 
will neyer be ! " 

Stili, bowerer, before the bour of 
neon, sometbìng of bis habitual con- 
fidence retumed to him. He had 
sncceeded, thongb bnt partially, in 
reasoning away the obrions meaning 
of the words ; and be ascended to the 
ebamber from the gardens, in wbich 
he had songht, by the air, to cool bis 
montai fever, with a sentiment, omi- 
nons and doubtfìil indeed, but stili 
remoyed from despondency and de- 
spair. 

The day was sad and beavy. A 
low, drìzzling rain, and labouring yet 
settied clonds, wbich denied ali 
glimpse of the sky, and seemed 
cnrsed into stagnancy by the absence 
of ali wind or eren breeze, increased- 
by tbose associations we èndeaVoùr in' 
yain to fesist, the du-k and oppressive 
sadneas of bis' thoughts. . . 

He pansed as be laid bis band on 
the door of the ebamber : be listened ; 
and in the acute and painfal life wbich 
seemed breathed into ali bis senses, 
he felt as if he conld bare heard,-^ 
though without the room, — the very 
breath of Constance ; or known, as by 
an inspiration, the presence of her 
beauty. He opened the door gently : 
ali was silence and desolation for him 
— Constance was not there ! 

He felt, howeyer, as if that absence 
was a relief. He breathed more 
freely, and seemed to bimself more 
prepared for the meeting. He took 
bis station by the recess of the win- 
dow: in yain — be could rest in no 
spot : he walked to and fro, paiising 
only for a moment as some objcct 
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bcfore bim reminded him of past and 
more tranquil hours. The books he 
had admired, and which, ai his de- 
parture, had been left in thoir usuai 
receptacle at another part of the 
house, he now discoyered on the 
tables : they opened of themBelves at 
the passagcs he had read aloud to 
Constance : those pasaages, in bis pre- 
sence, she had not seemed to admire : 
he waR inexpressively touched to per- 
ceivo that, in bis absence, they had 
become dcar to ber. Ab he tumed 
wilb a beating heart from ibis silent 
proof of affection, he was Btartled by 
the sudden and almost living resem- 
blance to Constance, which struck 
upon him in a fuU-Iengtb picture op- 
posile — the picture of ber iather. 
Tbat picture, by one of the best of 
our great modem masters of the art, 
had been taken of Yemon in the 
proudcst epoch of bis prosperity and 
&mc. He was portrayed in the atti- 
tude in which he had uttered one of 
the most striking sentences of one of 
bis most brilliant orations : the band 
was raised, the foot advanced, the 
chest ezpanded. Life, energy, com- 
mand, flashed ftom the dark eye, 
breathed from the dilated nostri!, 
broke from the inspired lip. Tbat 
noble brow — those modelled features 
— tbat air so full of the royalty of ge- 
nius — how startlingly did they resem- 
ble the softer lineaments of Constance ! 

Arrested, in spito of bimself, by the 
skill of the limner, and the charac- 
teristics of the portrait, Godolphin 
stood motionless and gazing, till the 
door opened, and Constance herself 
stood before him. She smiled faintly, 
but with sweetness, as she approacbed; 
and seating herself, motioned him to 
a cbalr at a little distance. He obeyed 
the gesture in silence. 

'* Godolphin I" said she, softly. At 
the sound of ber voice he raised bis 
eyes from the ground, and fixéd them 
on ber countenance with a look so 
full of an imploring and earnest mean- 
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ing, 80 ezpressiTe of the pasaion, the 
suspense of bis heart, tbat Constance 
felt ber voice cease at once. But he 
saw as he gazed how powerfbl had 
beèn bis influence. Not a vestige of 
bloom was on ber cheek : ber very lips 
were eolourless : ber eyes were swoUen 
with weeping ; and though she seemed 
very calm and self-possessed, ali ber 
wonted miù^^^y ^^ i^^^i^ ^^ gone! 
The form seemed to sbrink within it- 
self. Humbleness and sorrow— ^eep, 
passionate, but quiet sorrow — haid 
Bupplanted the baughtiness and the 
elastic freshness of ber beauty. " Mr. 
Godolphin," she repeated, after a pause, 
" answer me truly and with caadour : 
not with the world's gallantry; but 
with a sincere, a plain avowal. Were 
you not — in your unguarded ezprea- 
sions last night — were you not ezcited 
by the surprise, the passlon, of the 
momenti Were you not uttering 
what, had you been actuated only by 
a calm and premeditated prudence, 
you would at least bave suppressed 1 " 

" Miss Vemon," replied Godolphin, 
"ali tbat I said last night, I now, in 
calmness and with deliberate preme- 
ditation, repeat : ali tbat I can dream 
of happiness is in your hands." 

" I would, indeed, tbat I could dis- 
believe you," said Constance, sorrow- 
fully : " I bave considered deeply on 
your words. I am touched — ^made 
grateful — proud — ^yes, truly proud — 
by your confessed affection — but " 

" Oh, Constance ! " cried Godolphin, 
in a sudden and agonized voice — and 
rising, he flung bimself impetuously 
at ber feet — " Constance ! do not re- 
ject me 1 ** 

He seized ber band: it struggled 
not with bis. He gazed on ber coun- 
tenance : it was dyed in blushes ; and 
before those blushes vanished, ber 
agitation found relief in tears, which 
flowed fiist and full. 

"Beloved!" said Godolphin, with 
a solemn tendemess, " why struggle 
with your heart ] Tbat heart I read 
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at this moment : (hot ìs not averse io 
mt" Constance wept on. " I know 
yrhsti you would say, and what you 
feeV* continued Godolphin: "you 
think that I — that we both are poor : 
that you could ili bear the huznilia- 
tiona of that haughty poveri^ whioh 
ihose bom to higher fortnnes so irk- 
gomely endure. Yon tremble to link 
your &te Tvith one who has been im- 
prodent — laTisb — selfìsh^ if you will. 
You recoil before you entrust your 
bappiness to a^man who, if he wreck 
thai, ean offer you nothing in return : 
no rank — no station — ^nothing- to heal 
a bruiaed heart, or cover ita wound, at 
leasty in the rich diaguisea of power 
and wealth. Am I not right, Con- 
atance ì Do I not read your mind ì " 
** Ko ! "' sald Conatance, with energy. 
" Had I been bom any man's daugh- 
ter> but hia from whom I take my 
name ; were I the aame in ali things, 
mind and heart, aave in one feeling, 
one remembrance, one ol^ject — that 
I am now; Heaven ia my witneaa 
fhat I would not cast a Hhought 
upon poverty—upon privation : that 
I woùM — ^nay, I do— I do confide in 
your YOWB, your affection. If you 
havo erred, I know it not. If any but 
you teli me you have erred, I beliere 
them not. You I truat wholly and 
implicitly. Heaven, I say, ia my wit- 
neaa that, did I obey the voice of my 
aelfiàh hwirt, I would gladly, proudly, 
share and foUow your fortunea. You 
miatàke me if you think aordid and 
vulgar ambition can only iufluenoe 
me. 1^0 \ I could be worthy of you ! 
The daughter of John Vemon could 
be a worthy wife to the man of in- 
digence and genius. In your poverty 
I could aoothe you ; in your laboura I 
could support you ; in your reveraes 
console, in your prosperity triumph. 
Bul^but, it must not be. Go, Godol- 
phin — dear Qodolphin! There are 
thouaanda better and fairer than I 
am, who will do for you aa I would 
have done ; but who posaeaa the power 



I have not — ^who, instead of sharing, 
can raìae your fortunea. Go! — andif 
it comfort, if it aoothe you, believe 
that I have not been insenaible to 
your generosity, your love. My best 
wìshea, my fondest prayers, n^ deareat 
hopea, are yours." 

Blinded by ber tears, subdued by 
ber emotiona, Constance waa stili ber- 
self. She rose; ahe eztricated ber 
band from Godolphin'a; she tumed 
to leave the room. But Godolphin, 
stUl kneeling, canght hold of ber robe, 
and gently, but eSectuaUy detained 
ber. 

" The picture you have paìnted," 
saòd he;, ''do not deatroy at once. 
You have portrayed yourself my 
soother, guide, restorer. You can, 
indeed you can, be this, You do not 
know me, Conatance. Let me say 
one word for myaelf. Hitherto, I have 
shunned &me and avolded ambition. 
Life has aeemed to me ao ahort, and 
ali that even glory wina so poor, that 
I have thought no labour worth the 
price of a aingle hour of pleasure and 
enjoyment. For you, how joyfully 
wUl I renounee my code ! For myself, 
I could ask no honour : for you, I will 
labour for ali. Ko toil shall be dry 
to me*-no pleasure ahall deeoy. I 
will renounee my idle and deaultory 
purauita. Iwill enter the great public 
arena, where ali who come armed with 
patience and with energy are aure to 
wln. Constance, I am not without 
talenta, though they have slept within 
me; say but the word, and you know 
not what they ean produce." 

An irreaolution in Conatance waa 
felt aa a aympathy by Godolphin ; ho 
continued, — 

" We are both desolate in the world, 
Conatance; we are orphana — friend- 
lesa, fortonelesa. Yet both have made 
our way without frienda, and com- 
manded our associates, though with- 
out fortune. Does not this> declare 
we have that within us which, when 
we are united, can stili exalt or con- 
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^ner <mr destìnyl And we — wq — 
alone in the nouy and contentioua 
world with which wesirive-^-we sball 
tam, after each effort, to our own 
hearts, and find there a comfort and 
a duelter. Ali thlngs will bind uà 
cloasr and closer to eacU otber. The 
ihought of our past soUtude, the hope 
o( our future objeots, will only feed 
the fountain of our present love. And 
how much sweeter, Constance, will be 
hoAours to you, if we thus win them ; 
aanctified as they will bè, bj the sacri' 
ficea we bave made ; by the thought 
of the many hours in which we de- 
sponded, yet took conaolation from 
each other; by the thought how 
we sweetened mortificatious by sym- 
pathy, and made eyen the lowest 
fiuccesses noble by the endearing 
associations with which we allied 
them I How much sweeter to you will 
be Buch honours than those which you 
might command at once, but accom- 
panied by a cold heart; rendered 
wearisome because won with case, and 
low because undignified by fame ! Oh, 
Oonstance! am I not heardl Have 
not love, nature, senso, trìumphed?" 

As he spoke, he had rìsen gently, 
and wound bis arms around ber not 
reluctant form: ber head reclined 
upon bis bosom; ber band was sur- 
rendered to bis; and bis kiss stole 
aofily and unchidden to ber cheek. 
At that instant, the &te of both hung 
on a very hair. How different might 
the lot, the character, of each have 
been, had Constance's lips pronounced 
the words that ber heart already re- 
corded 1 And she might haye dono 
80 ; but, as she raised ber eyes, the 
8ame object that had before affect^d 
Godolphin came vividly upon ber, 
and changed, as by an electric shock, 
the whole current of ber thoughts. 
Full and immediately before ber was 
the picture of ber father. The attitude 
there delineated, so striking at ali 
times, seemed to Constance at that 
moment more than eyer impressiye, 



and 6TMI awfttl in the Uvingnem of 
ita command. li wm Um £Me of 
Yemon in the aot of apeeeh — of 
wanùng— of reproof ; auch aa she had 
seen it ofben in private Ufi» ; sueh aa 
she had aeen it in hia bitter maledio* 
tions on hia hoUow frimda at the 
eloae of bis eadatenee : nay, saeh aa 
she had aeen it, — only more fearfu]^ 
and ghastly with the huea of death,— 
in bis làst honrs ; in thoae hours in 
whioh he had pledged har io the per- 
formance of bis revenge, and bade ber 
live not for love but the memory of 
ber sire. 

With the sight of that &ce rushed 
upon ber the dark and solemn recol- 
lections of that timo and of that vow. 
The weakness of love vanisbed before 
the retuming force of a sentiment 
nursed through ber earliest years, fed 
by her dreams, strengthened by her 
studies, and hardened by the daring 
energ^es of a nature lofby yet fana- 
tical, into the rule, the end, nay, the 
very religion of life ! She toro herself 
away from the surprised and dismayed 
Qodolphin ; she threw herself on her 
knees before the picture; her lips 
moved rapidly; the rapid and brief 
prayer for forgiveness was over, and 
Constance rose a new being. She 
tumed to GkKioIpbin, and, lifting her 
arm towards the picture, as she re- 
garded, with her brìght and kindiing 
eyes, the face of her lover, she said : — 

"As you think now, thought he 
whose voice speaks to you from the 
canvas; be, who pursued the path that 
you would tread; who, through the 
same toii, the same pursuit, that you 
would enduro, used the same powers and 
the same genius you would command ; 
he, who won, — what you might win 
also at last, — the smile of princes, the 
trust of nobles, the shifting and sandy 
elevation which the beat, the wiaest, 
and greateat atateamen in thia country, 
if unbacked by a aordid and caballing 
&ction, can alone obtain ; — ^he wams 
you from that hollow dìstinction,-— > 
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from its wretched consummation. 
Oh, Godolphin ! " she continued, snb- 
dued, and BÌnking Irom a high-wroaght 
bai momentarj paroxysm, nncommon 
to ber collected cbaracier, ''Oh, Go- 
dolphin! I Baw that man dying, 
deserted, lonelj, cursed bj bis genius, 
ruined by bis prosperity. I saw bim 
dying, — die, — of a broken and tram- 
pled heart Could I doom another 
victim to the same conrse, and the 
sanie perfidy, and the same fate? 
Could I, with a silent beart, watch by 
that yictim ; could I, yiewìng bis cer- 



tain doom, elate him with false bopes? 
— No, no ! fly from me, — ^from the 
thought of Bucb a destiny. Many 
one wbo can brìng yon wealth, and 
support you with rank ; then be am- 
bitiouB, if you will. Leave me to fulfil 
my doom, — xt tow; and to tbink, 
bowever wretched I may be, that I 
bave not inflicted a permanent wretch- 
edness on you." 

Godolpbin sprang forward ; bnt the 
door closed upon bis eyes; and be saw 
Constance— as Oonstance V^nion — 
no more. 
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CHAPTER XIX. 

A UAKB AIO) BZQUISITB OF THB BSST (woB8T) SCHOOL. — ▲ COVYBRSATIOir OH ▲ 
THOUSAND MATTERS. — THB DZOLSNSIOH OF THB SUI PROFUSUS IKTO THB 
ALIENI APPKTMNS» 



Tbbbb was, in the day I now refer to, 
a certain house in Chesterfìeld Street, 
Mayfair, which few young men anxious 
for the éclcU of society passed without 
a wish for the acquaintance of the 
inmate. To that small and dingy 
mansion, with its verandahs of dusky 
green, and its blinds perpetually 
drawn, there attached an interest, a 
consideration, and a mystery. Thither, 
at the dusk of night, were the hired 
carriages of intrigue wont to repair, 
and dames to alight, careftil seemingly 
of concealment, yet wanting. perhaps, 
even a reputation to conceal. Few, 
at the early hours of mom, passed 
that Street in their way home from 
some glittering revel without noticing 
some three or four chariots in waiting; 
—-or without hearing from within the 
walls the sounds of protracted fes- 
tivity. That house was the residence 
of a man who had neyer done any- 
thing in public, and yet was the most 
noted personage in ^ Society : " in 
early life, the all-accomplished Love- 
tace; in later years mingling the 
graces with the decayed heart and 
the want of principio of a Orammont, 
Feared, contemned, loved, hated, ridi- 
culed, honoured, the very genius, the 
very personification, of a civilized and 
profligate life seemed embodied in 
Augustus Sayille. Hitherto we bave 
spoken of, let us now describe, him. 

Bom to the poor fortunes and equi- 
Tocal station of cadet, in a noble but 
impoYorished house, he had passed bis 
ezistence in a round of lavish, but 
never inelegant, disaipation. Unlike 



other men, whom youth, and money, 
and the flush of health, and aristo- 
cratic indulgence, allure to foUies, 
which shock the tasto as well as the 
morality of the wise, Augustus Saville 
had never committed an error which 
was not yamished by grace, and 
limited by a profound and worldly 
discretion. A systematic yotary of 
pleasure — no woman had eyer through 
him lost ber reputation or ber sphere; 
whether it was that he corrupted into 
fortunate dissimulation the minda 
that he betrayed into gnììi, or whe- 
ther he chose bis victims with so just 
a knowledge of theur characters, and 
of the circumstances round them, that 
he might be suro the secrecy main- 
tained by himself would scarccly be 
divulged elsewhere. Ali the world 
attributed to Augustus Sayille the 
most yarious and consummate succosa 
in that quarter in which success ia 
most enyied by the lighter part of the 
world : yet no one could say ezactly 
who, amongst the many he addressed, 
had been the object of bis triumph. 
The same quiet, and yet yictorioua 
discretion waited upon ali he did. 
Neyer had he stooped to win celebrity 
from horses or from carriages; nothing 
in bis equipages showed tJ^e ambition 
to be distinguished from another; 
least of ali did he affect that most 
displeasing of minor ostentations, that 
offensiye exaggeration of neatness, 
that oìdré simplicity, which our young 
nobles and aspiring bankers so ridi- 
culoualy think it bon ton to assume. 
No haniesB, industriously ayoidìng 
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brass ; no liveries, pretending to the 
tranquillity of a gentleman's dress; 
no panels, disdaining the armoiial 
attributes of which real dignity should 
neither be ashamed nor proud — con- 
verted plain taste into a display of 
plainness. He seldom appeared at 
raoes, and nerer hunted ; tiiough he 
vas profound master of the calcnl»- 
tions in the first^ and was, as regarded 
the second, allowed to be one of the 
most perfeet masters of horsemanBhip 
in his timo. So, in his dress, while 
he chose even sedulonidy what beoame 
him most, he avoided the i^earanoe 
of coxcombry, by a disregard to 
minutile. He did not valtie himself 
on the perfection of his boot; and 
Buffered a wrinkle in his coat withont 
a sigh : yet, eren the ezqmsitoB of 
the time allowed that no one was 
more gentleman4ike in the tatU- 
ensemble; and while he songht by 
other means than dress to attmet, he 
nerer eren in dress offended. Qire* 
fally shnnning the chancter of tìio 
professed wit, or the genenl talker, 
he was yot piqnant, riirewd, and ani* 
mated to the few persons whom he 
addressed, or with whom he assodated : 
and thongh he had refosed ali offers 
to enter public lilb, he wm svffldeiitly 
master of the graver snbleets tfaat 
agitated the times, to impresa even 
those practically engaged in them 
with a bi^ef In his information and 
histalents. 

Bot he mtt bom poor ; and yet he 
had lived for nearly thirty yeaxs «s a 
riohmonl What was his seeivt ^he 
had lived npon others ! At all' game» 
of sdence, he played wÌIà a masterly 
Bkill; and in those whereinluek.pre- 
ponderotes, tfaere are always chanceB 
Ibr a eoe! and systamatle ei^cttlat&on. 
He had been, indeed, snspeeted of 
nnfiiirplay; buttfaeohaige hadnever 
oooled the eagemees with which he 
had been ooorted. Wit^ far hetter 
taate, and in far higher estimation- 
than Bnmiitàeil^he obtainsdsoi eqaal, 



though a more secret sway. Every 
one was desirous. to know him : with- 
out his acquaintance, the young débur 
tant felt that he wanted the qualifica- 
tion to social success : by his intimacy, 
even vnlgarity became the rage. It 
was true that, as no woman's disgrace 
was confessedly traeed to him, so 
neither was any man's min'*— save 
only in the donbtfal instance of the 
nnfortunate Johnstone. He never 
won of any person, howev«r ardent» 
more than a certàin portion <tf hit 
fortune — tiie rest of his andeing 
Saville left to his sateilites ; nay, ev«a 
those who had in nality most reaBoH 
to complain of him, never pefoeinwl 
his due Bhare inlheirlmpeverisluaeiit» 
It was comm(m enough to hear mea 
say, " Aht Ssville,lwish I hadtakett 
yonr advioe, «od left otfiP while I had 
yet half my Ibrtnne I " They did noi 
aocorately heed that the first faatfwaa 
Saville's,' beeanse the fint half had 
exdted, not mined them. 

Besidea tìùs method of mal^gr 
monej, so striotly social, Saville had 
ideo apfdied hhi keon int^eet sod 
shtewd seoBO to other iqyeeiilaiiesB. 
Cheap honsBB, cheap horses, fltiotii»> 
tionB in the fands, aU descriptions 
of pr(^Mriy>. (ezoept peihaps stolen 
goods,) had passed under his eamest 
attention; and in most cases, snoh 
speenlatiom had etalnentJy sncoeeded» 
H» was therefore now, in his middle 
ago, and Btill nnniarried, & man de* 
ddedly wealtfay ; faaving, withont ever 
playingthe miser, withont over irtiat* 
ing a InxQiy, or denying a wish, 
tamed nothing into something, pò* 
verty into opnlenoe. 

It wasnoon^ sndiSavillewaB'SÌowly 
finishing his moniing repast, and 
oomversingwitfa a y oiu^gmm s tmtahed 
on a sofà oppodte inalistìessvttitade. 
7he room was in periEMkeeping with 
the owner : there was neither vdvet^ 
nor gilding, nor ìnM, not KMO^ptetne 
•^all of whioh woald hav« been in^- 
oonsistent with the moderate size of 
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the aiMurtoMBl Bmi tbe famiture 
was 1MBW, maaiiFa, eostfy, and limi- 
lioiMwtUMmt tìieoiftttitfttionof luzmy. 
A few good piciurM» aad umaì ex- 
(foiihe busta and figorea in bnmae, 
uponmarble pedestalay gave aometldQg 
elaaùo aad giBcefnl to the aapeoi ef 
the reeai. Annezed to the back 
drawiag-room, looking over Lord 
ChesterfiekL'B gardeas, a amali oonaer- 
yatory, filled with rlch eKotieay made 
the only fbature in^e apartment that 
might bare seemed, to a fiMitidious 
penon, effeminate or undoly TeUp- 
tuona 

SaTÌUe himaelf waa abent iortj- 
seven years of ago : of a peraon alight 
and thin» withoot beihg emaoiated : a 
not angraoefoly thongh habitnal stoop» 
diminished hk height, wMoh mi^t 
be a little above the ordinaxyatandiffd. 
In hia youth he had been handaome ; 
bnt in hii penmi there waa now IHtle 
trace of any attraetlon bayond that of 
a manner remarkably aoft and Indnn- 
ating : jet in bis namw thongh high 
fbrehead — hia aharp aquiline noae, 
grey eye, and alightly sarcastie enrre 
of lip, aomething of hia charaeter 
betnifed itaeit Ton mw; orfiaeied 
yon aaw in them the ahrawdneaa, the 
delicacy of tact; the conaciottaneas of 
dnping othera ; the aubtle and iatoi» 
tive, yet bland and noiaeloBa peuetr»- 
tton into the charaetera around him, 
which made tbe prominent featurea 
of bis mind. And, indeed, of ali 
qualities) disiimuhfction ia that which 
betrajn itself the moat often in the 
physiognomy. --A fortunate thing, 
that the long habit of betraying ahould 
find at times the index in whieh to 
betray itaell 

** But yen don't teli me, my dear 
Qodolphin /' aaid SariUe, aa he broke 
the toaat into hia chooolate,— -" you 
don't teli me how the wtMrld employed 
itself at Rome. Were there any of 
the tmo calibre there ì ateady fellowa, 
yet acdent, like myaeif ! — mok who 
make uà feel oor atrength and put it 



ftwth— wiih whom we cauiot da% 
nor idle — ^who reqnire our ooolneia of 
head« eleameaa of memory, ingennitir 
of atratagem-^in a word» men of ia|r 
AB»*-the art of play :-— ^iraie th€n 
anyauohr' 

"N«tmany,bttt enonghfor hoiiour/' 
aa&d Godolphin : " for myaelf, I hav« 
long forawom gambling for profit" 

■" Ah 1 1 alwaya thought you wanted 
that peneveranoe whioh belonga to 
strength of charaeter. And hoiw 
stand yonr reaouroea now 1 Snffioient 
to recommenee the world heie with 
credit and Mi«^" 

''Ay, were I so disposed, Saiftilob 
But I ahaU return to Italy. Within 
a month henoe, I dball depart»" 

'* What I and only juat airived ia 
town ! Aa heir in peaasasiea l'* 

"Ofwhatì" 

"The reputation of having suo» 
oeeded to a property, the extent of 
wbieh, if wias^ you will teli to no one I 
-*Are you so young; Godolphin, aa 
to imagine that it signiftes one oinmb 
of thia braad what be the rent-foU of 
your eatate, ae long aa you eaa ohtaia 
credit for any aum to whioh you ara 
pleased to extend it1*-Credit 1 baatt» 
ti&linTention 1 — ^the moml new world 
to whifih we fly when baaiahed fron 
the old. Credit !^»the tme ohaiity 
of Providence, by which. they who 
othenrìse would atarTe live in pleoty» 
anddeapisetheindigentrteh. Crediti 
— edmirable system, alike for those 
who live on it and the wiaer lev who 
live by it — Will you boriov some 
money of me^ Qodolphin V 

" At what per oentage 1 " 

'' Why,.let me see : funds are low; 
I '11 be moderato. But sti^ ; be it 
with you aa I did with Qeoige Sinclain 
You ahall have ali you want^ aad paj 
me with a premium, whea you mariy 
an heiraas. — Why, man» you wince at 
the word ' many r " 

«'Tia a aere aubjoci^ Saville: one 
that makea a man think of haltenk" 

** You are rìght : — l xecogniae mj 
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young pupil. Your old play-writers 
talked nonsense vhen they said men 
loBt liberty of person by marrìage. 
Men lose liberty, but it is the liberty 
of the mind. We cease to be inde- 
pendent of the world's word, when 
we grow respectable with a wife, a fat 
butler, two children, and a family 
coach. — It makes a gentleman little 
better than a grocer or a king ! But 
you bave seen Constance Vemon. — 
Why, out on this foUy, Godolphin! 
You tum away. Do you fancy that I 
did not penetrate your weakness the 
moment you mcntioned ber name ) — 
stili lesa, do you fancy, my dear yonng 
friend, that I, who have lived through 
nearly half a century, and know our 
nature, and the whole thermometer of 
our blood, think one jot the worse of 
you for forming a caprice, er a passion, 
if you will — for a woman who would 
8et an anchoret, or, what is stili colder, 
a wom-out debauchee, on firel Bah! 
(Godolphin, I am wiser than you take 
me for. And I will teli you more. 
For your sake, I am happy that you 
bave incurred already this, our com- 
mon, folly, (which we ali bave once in 
a life,) and that the fit is oyer. I do 
not pry into your secrets; I know 
their delicacy. I do not ask which of 
you drew back ; for, to have gone for- 
ward, to have married, would have 
been madness in both. Kay, it was 
an impomUlity : it could not have 
happened to my pupil; the ablest, 
the subtlest, the wisest of my pupils. 
But, however it was broken off, I 
repeat that I am glad it happened. 
One is never suro of a man's wisdom, 
till he has been really and vainly in 
love. You know what that moralizing 
lump of absurdity. Lord Edouard, has 
said in the Jvlie — 'the path of the 
passions conducts usto pbilosophyT 
It is true, very true: and now that 
the path has been fairly trod, the 
goal is at band. Now, I can con- 
fide in your steadiness; now, I can 
feel that you will rnn no chance, 



in future, of over-appreciating that 
bauble, Woman. You will beg, bor- 
row, steal, and ezchange, or lose the 
jewel, with the same delicious excite- 
ment^ coupled with the same steady 
indifference, with which we play at a 
more scientific game, and for a more 
comprehensive reward. I say more 
comprehensive reward : for how many 
women may we be able to buy by a 
judicious bet on the odd trick ! " 

'* Your tum is sudden," said Gbdol- 
phin, smiling; " and there is some 
juRtice in your reasoning. The fit U 
over ; and if over I can be wise, I have 
entered on wisdom now. But talk of 
this no more." 

" I will not," said Saville, whose 
unerring tact had reached just the 
point where to stop, and who had led 
Qodolphin through just that vein of 
conversation, half sentimentalising, 
half sensible, ali profligate, which sel- 
dom fùls to win the ear of a man 
both of imagination and of the world. 
" I will not ; and, to vary the topic, I 
will tum egoiflt, and teli you my ad- 
ventures." 

With this, Saville began a light 
and amusing recital of bis various and 
singular life for the last three years. 
Anecdote, jest, mazim, remark, Inter* 
spersed, gave a zest and piquancy to 
the narration. An accomplished 
roué always affects to moralise ; it is 
a part of bis character. There is a 
vague and shrewd sentiment that 
pervados bis TnorcUe and his system. 
Frequent excitement, and its attend- 
ant relazation ; the conviction of the 
folly of ali pursuits ; the insipidity of 
ali life; the hoUowness of ali love; 
the faithlessness in ali ties ; the dis- 
belief in ali worth ; these consequences 
of a dissipated existence on a thought- 
ful mind, produce some remarkable, 
while they make so many wretched, 
characters. They coloured some of 
the most attractive prose among the 
French, and the most fascinating 
verse in the pages of Byron. It might 
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be asked, by a pro&ne inquirer (and 
I bave touched on tbis before,) wbat 
effect a life nearly BÌmilar — a life of 
Inxurj, indolence^ laBsitude, profase^ 
but heartless love, imparted to tbe 
deep and toucbing wisdom in hù page, 
wbom we eonsider the wisest of men, 
and who has loft us tbe xnost melan- 
cboly of doctrinesl 

It was ibis tnm of mind tbat made 
Saville's conversation peculiarly agree- 
able to Godolpbin in bis present 
bumour; and tbe latter invested it, 
from bis own mood, witb a cbarm 
wbicb in reality it wanted. For, as I 
sball show, in Godolpbin, wbat dete> 
rioration tbe babits of frivolous and 
worldly life produce on the mind of a 
man of genius, I show only in Saville 
the effect they produce on a man of 
senso. 

" Well, Godolpbin," said Saville, as 
be saw the former rise to depart; 
** you will at least dine witb me to-day 
— a punctual eight. I tbink I can 
promise you an agreeable evening. 
The Linettini, and tbat dear little 
Fanny Millinger, (yourold^m«,) are 
coming; and I bave asked old Stracey, 
the poet, to say bons mota for them. 
Poor old Stracey I He goes about to 
ali bis former frìends and fellow- 
liberals, boasting of bis favour witb 
the Great, and does not see tbat we 
only use bim as we would a puppet* 
show or a dancing-dog." 

"Wbat folly," said Godolpbin, " it 
is in any man of genius (noi also of 
birtb) to tbink tbe Great of tbis 
country can possibly esteem bim! 
Notbing can equal the secret enmity 
witb wbich duU men regard an intel- 
lect above their comprehension. Party 
politics, and the tact, tbe shifting, 
tbe commonplace tbat Party-politics 
alone require ; these they can appre> 
ciato; and they feel respect for an 
orator, even thougb be be not a 
county member; for be can assist 
them in their paltry ambition for 
place and pension : but an autbor, or 



a man of science, the rogues positi vely 
jeer at himl" 

" And yet," said Saville, " bow few 
men of lettera perceive a truth so 
evident to us, so backneyed even in 
tbe conversations of society ! For a 
little reputation at a dinner-table, for 
a coaxing note from some titled 
demirep affecting the De Staél, they 
forget not only to be glorious but even 
to be respectable. And tbis, too, not 
only for so petty a gratification, but 
for one tbat rarely lasts above a 
London season. We allow the low- 
born autbor to be the lion tbis year ; 
but we dub bim a bore tbe next. We 
shut our doora upon bis twice-told 
jests, and send for the Praguo minstrels 
to sing to US after dinner instead." 

" However," said Godolpbin, " it is 
only poets you find so foolish as to be 
deceived by you. There is not a 
single prose writer of real genius so 
absurd." 

"And wbyis tbat 1" 

" Because," replied Godolpbin, phi- 
losophising, "poets address tbemselves 
more to women than men; and in- 
sensibly they acquire the weaknesses 
wbich they are accustomed to address. 
A poet wbose verses delight the 
women will be found, if we closely 
analyse bis character, to be very like 
a woman bimself." 

"You don't love poets?" said 
Saville. 

"The glory of old has departed 
from them. I mean less from their 
pages than their minds. We bave 
plenty of beautiful poets, but bow 
little poetry breathing of a great 
Boul ! " 

Here the door opened, and a Mr. 
Glosson was announced. There entered 
a little, smirking, neat-dressed man, 
prim as a lawyer or a bouseagent 

" Ab, Glosson, is tbat you 1 " said 
Saville, witb something like anima- 
tion : " sit down, my good sir, — sit 
down. Well! well! (rubbiug bis 
banda;) wbat newsl wbat news?" 
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" Why, Mr. Saville, I ikink wemaj 
get the land from old — . He has 
the righi of the job. 1 hftye been 
with him ali this moming.. He aaks 
six thoiuutnd poundd for it" . 

"The unconacionable dog! He 
got it from the crownfor two." 

*' Ah, very true, — ^veiy ime : 



you don't soe, òr, — you don't 



bui 
8ee, 



that it Ì8 well Trorth nine. Sad times, 
— sad times : jobs from the crown are 
grò wing scarcer every day, Mr. Saville.'* 

"Humphl that's ali a chance, a 
gpeculation. Times are bad, indeed, 
as you say : no money in the market : 
go, Glosaon; offer him fire; your 
per-centage ahall he one per cent, 
higher than if I pay aiz thousand, 
and ahall be counted ap to the latter 
som,** 

''He! he! hel air I " grinned Gloa^ 
Bon: ''you are fond of yonr joke, 
Hr. SavìUe." 



" Well, now ; what else in the mar- 
ket] neyer mind mj friend: Mr. 
Godolphin^- Mr. Gloason; now ali 
gène is over ; proceed, — proeeed." 

Glosaon bummed, and bowed, and 
hummed. again» and then glidéd on 
to speak of honses, and crown landa, 
and properties in Walea, and plaoea 
at court, (for aome of the aubordiiiate 
poata at the palace were theiL<— >per- 
hapa are now — regalar matter of 
barter;) and Saville, bending over 
the table, with hia thin delicata banda 
claaped intently,andhis browdenottng 
bis interest, and bis aharp ahrewd.eye 
fixed on the agent> formahed to the 
contemplative Gpdolphin a piotare 
which he did noi iaól to note^ ta 
moralise on, to deapiae ! 

What a apectade ia tliatof the 
prodigai rake, hardeningand s h aipen^ 
ing mio iàì» gnapìng apeonlaitorl 
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asfinres m tbat thera ma nefvw angr 
love betwMn Um.and Laura the ac- 
ttess. I thought it so txtie to 'natiii>e, 
so probable, that ihey Bhonld haye 
ibrmed so stroog aa intimaoiyfor eaoh 
otker, llved in the same honae, had 
e^iy opportanity for Ioto, yet nerer 
loved. And ii waa ozactiy beeanse 
(sdie m» an aotresBj and a lìght good- 
for-nothing oreature, tfaat it bo hap- 
pened ; the veiy mnltipUcity of lovers 
pretented her faUing in lore : the 
yery carelessnesa of her life, poor girl, 
rendeiwd a friend ao oharming to her. 
It wottid have spoiled the friend to 
hare made him an adorer; itvould 
have tnmed the rarìty into tito eFcny- 
day ohameter. Now^ao it it wiih me 
and SaviUe; I Uke hi» mi, he likea 
my good temper. We aee ^ich other 
as often as if we wen in love; and 
yet I do net beUeve it einen poasible 
that he should over kiss my haad. 
After ali/' continued Fann^ langhing, 
^ loye is not bo neceasacy to ub women 
as people think. Fine writerB Bay, 
'Oh^ men hare a thouaand objecta, 
women but oneP That <b nonaetuae, 
dear Pevcy ; women have their thour 
sand objecU too« They haye not the 
bar, but they bare the milliner'ftahop; 
they can't fight> but theyoan Mi by 
the window and embroider » work- 
bag; they don't mah into poUtìni^ 
but they plimge their soula luto love 
for a parrot or a lap-deg. Don't lat 
mmi flatter themaelvefl; Proyidflnoe 
haa been juat aa kind in that nspeesb 
to <Mie sex aa to the^ther; oar oh- 
jecta are amaQ, youra gveat; but ft 



Gon&iàFHm went to see «nd een^erae 
with Fanny Miilinger. 9he waa stili 
unmarried, and BtUl the fashion. 
There was a sort of. allagoiy of leal 
lif<^ in the manner in which, at certain 
epoeha, our Idealist waa brought into 
contact with the £dr aetreBa of ideal 
oreatìons. There was, in short, some- 
thing of a moral in Uke way theae two 
atreama of existence-^the one belong- 
ing to the Actual, the other to the 
Imagìnary — ^flowed on, crosùng eaoh 
other at stated timea. Whioh was 
the more really imaginative— the llfe 
of the Btage, or that of the wodd's 
Btagel 

The gay Fanny waa rejoioed to 
welcome back again her early loTer. 
8he ran on, t^king of a thouaand 
t(^io8; withont remarking the abaent 
mind and musing ^ye of Qodolphin, 
till he himaelf 8to{>ped her aemewhat 
ahraptly:*— 

" Well, Fanny, well, and wiiat do 
you know of SavUle 1 Tou have grown 
intimate with him> eh? We shall 
meet at bis honae this OTening." 

" Oh, yes, he Ì8 a channiog penon 
in bis little way ; and the only man 
who allowB me to be a friend without 
dreaming of becoming a lorer. New 
that 'a what I like. We poor aetreaBee 
have ao mnch woald*be love in the 
course of our lives, thatu little friaid- 
ahip aow and then is a nov^lt^ which 
other and seberer people oan neyer 
appreeiato. On reading ' Gii BUs ' the 
other day-^I am no greai seader, as 
you may remember— I waa Btmck by 
that paci in whioh the dear Santilkao 
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small object may occupy the mind 
just as mucb as the loftiest." 

" Ours great ! pshaw !" said Gk>dol- 
phin, who was rather struck wìth 
Fanny's remarks; "there is nothing 
great in those professions which man 
is pleased to extol. Is selfishness 
great? Are the low trickery, the 
organised lies of the bar, a great call- 
ing? Is the mechanical slayery of 
the soldier — fìghting becaase he is in 
the way of fìghting, without knowing 
the cause, without an object, save a 
dìm, foolish yanity which he calls 
glory, and cannot analyse — is that a 
great aim and vocationl Well: the 
senato ! look at the outcry which wise 
men make against the loathsome cor- 
rnption of that arena ; then look at 
the dull hours, the tedlous talk, the 
empty boasts, the poor and fìat re- 
wards, and teli me where is the great- 
ness 1 No, Fanny ! the embroidered 
work-bag,and the petted parrot, afford 
just as great — ^morally great — occupa- 
tions as those of the bar, the army, 
the sonate. It is only the frivolous 
who talk of friyoli£ies : there is no- 
thing friyolous : ali earthly occupa- 
tions are on a par — ^alike important if 
they alike occupy ; for to the wiae ali 
are poor and yalueless." 

" I fancy you are yery wrong," said 
the actress, pressing her pretty fingers 
to her forehead, as if to understand him ; 
"but I cannot teli you why,and I neyer 
argue. I ramble cn in my odd wày, 
casting out my shrewd things without 
defending them, if any one chooses to 
quarrel with them. What I do I let 
others do. My mazim in talk is my 
maxim in life. I claim liberty for 
myself, and giye indulgence to others." 

" I see," said Godolphin, " that you 
have plenty of books about you, 
though you plead noi guiUy^ to reading. 
Do you leam your philosophy from 
them ? for I think you haye contracted 
a yein of reilection since we parted, 
which I scarcely recognise as an old 
characteristic." 



" Why," answered Fanny, " though 
I don't read, I skim. Sometimes I 
canter through a dozen noyels in a 
morning. I am dìsappointed, I con- 
fess, in ali these works. I want to 
see more real knowledge of the world 
than they eyer display. They teli us 
how Lord Arthur looked, and Lady 
Lucy dressed, and what was the co- 
lour of those curtains, and these eyes, 
and so forth: and then the better 
sort, perhaps, do also teli us what the 
heroine felt as well as wore, and try 
with might and main to pulì some 
string of the internai machine ; but 
stili lam not enlightened,not touched. 
I don't recognise men and women; 
they are puppets with hollday phrases : 
and I teli you what, Percy, these no- 
yelists make the last mistake you 
would suppose them guilty of ; they 
haye not romance enough in them to 
paint the tmths of society. Old gen- 
tlemen say noyels are bad teachers 
of life, because they make it too ideal; 
quite the reyerse: novels are too 
trite ! too superficial ! their yery talk 
about loye, and the fìiss they make 
about it, show how shallow real ro- 
mance is with them; for they say 
nothing new on it, and real romance 
is for eyer striking out new thoughts. 
Am I not right, Percy 1 — No! life, 
be it worldly as it may, has a yast 
deal of romance in it. Eyery one of 
US (eyen poor I) haye a mine of 
thoughts, and fancies, and wishes, 
that books are too dull and common- 
place to reach : the heart is a romance 
in itself." 

" A philosophical romance, my 
Fanny; full of mysteries and con- 
ceits, and refinements, mixed up with 
itfi deeper passages. But how came 
you so wise?" 

" Thank you ! " answered Fanny, 
with a profound curtsey. " The fact 
is — though you, as in duty bound, 
don't perceiye it — ^that I am older 
than I was when we last met. I re- 
flect where I then felt. Besides, the 
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stage fills our heads with a half sort 
of wiadom, and gives ub that strange 
mélange of shrewd experience and 
romaniio notions uhich ìa, in faot, 
the real representation of nine human 
hearts out of ten. Talking of books, 
I want some one to write a novel, 
which shall be a metaphysical Qil 
Blas ; which shall deal more with the 
mind than Le Sage's hook, and less 
with the actions; which shall make 
ita hero the creature of the world, 
but a different creation, though 
equally true ; which shall give a faith- 
fui picture in the character of one 
man of the aspect and the effects of 
our social system ; making that man 
of a better sort of day than the amus- 
ing lacquey was, and the product of a 
more artificial grado of society. The 
hook I mean would be a sadder one 
than Le Sage's^ but equally fiùthful 
to life." 

''And it would bave more of ro- 
mance, if I rightly understand what 
you meanV 

''Precisely: romance of idea as 
well as incident — naturai romance. 
By the way, how few know what 
naturai romance is : so that you feci 
the ideas in a hook or play are true 
and faithful to the characters they are 
ascribed to, why mind whether the 
incidents are probable 1 Yet common 
readers only go by the incidents ; as 
if the incidents in three-fourths of 
Shakspeare's plays were even ordi- 
narily possible ! But people bave so 
little nature in them, that they don't 
know what is naturai !" 

Thus Fanny ran on, in no very 
connected manner; stringingtogether 
those remarks which, unless I am 
mistaken, show how much better an 
nneducated, clever girl, whose Tery 
nature is a quick perception of art, 
can play the critic, than the pedants 
who assume the office. 

But it waaonly for the moment 
that the heavy heart of Qodolphin 
could forget its load. It was in vain 



that he sought to be amused while 
yet smarting under the freshness of 
regret. A great shock had been giren 
to bis nature ; he had loved against 
bis will ; and as we bave seen, on bis 
return to the Priory, he had even 
resoWed on curing himself of a pasaion 
so unprofitable and unwise. But the 
jealousy of a night had shivered into 
dust a prudence which never of right 
belonged to a yery ardent and gene- 
rous nature : that jealousy was soothed, 
allayed; but how fierce, how stunning 
was the blow that succeeded it ! Con- 
stanoe had confessed love, and yet 
had refused bim — for everl Clcar 
and noble as to herself ber motivea 
might seem in that refusai, it was im- 
possible that they should appear in the 
same light to Qodolphin. Unable to 
penetrate into the effect which her 
father's death-bed and her own oath 
had produced on the mind of Con- 
stanco ; how indissolubly that remem- 
brance had united itself with ali her 
schemes and prospects for the future; 
how manreliously, yet how naturally, 
it had converted worldly ambition 
into a sacred duty; — ^unable, I say, to 
comprehend ali these various, and 
powerful, and goyemìng motivea, 
Qodolphin beheld in her refusai only 
the aversion to sbare bis slender in- 
come, and the desire for loftier station. 
He considered, therefore, that sorrow 
was a tributo to her unworthy of him- 
self ; he deemed it a part of bis dig- 
nity to strive to forget. That hallowed 
sentiment which, in some, losses of the 
heart, makes it a duty to remember, 
and preaches a soothing and soft les- 
son from the very text of regret, was 
not for the wrung and stricken soul 
of Qodolphin. He only strove to dis- 
sipate bis grief, and sbut out from bis 
mental sight the charmed vision of 
the first, the only woman he had 
deeply loved. 

Qodolphin felt, too, that the sole 
impulse which could bave united the 
fast-expiring energy and enterprise of 
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hh youth io the ambition of li& was 
fbr eyer gone. With GonstAnee— <with 
Uie proud Uu>uglU& tbat bebnged to 
lia« — ^tbe aapinnga after carthlj ho* 
nonn were linked, and yrìih ber weve 
brokien. He felt bis old pbiloiopby«^ 
ihe love of eaie, the profonnd oontempt 
for £uiie,^«loM, lUce the deep wate» 
orer tbose gUttering boato for wboae 
passage tbey bad beeot aaToredibr a mo- 
ment — ^wbelmiag tbecreated and gor- 
geousTÙionafor over beneatb the ware ! 
Gonaeioiis of hi» talenta— nay, swayed 
to and fro by the unquiet stìrringa of 
no common genina-— Oodolphin yet 
fwtoBUw tbat he waa not hoBioeforth 
dai^ined to play a ahining pavt in the 
OTQwd»! drama of li£e. Hia oareer 
wiB aiready oloaed : he might fae con- 
tantfld, pxosperoua, happy ; bnt nerer 
great. HehadaeanaaoughofanthocB, 
and of the thoma tbat beaet the patha 
of Utexatnre, to experienee nome of 
thoae deliiùons which cheat the 
bUndad aapirer loto the wlldamefla of 
publination-^that mode of obtaining 
fiune and batred to whioh thoae who 
£m1 unfitted for more bnatUng oon^ 
cerna are impeUed. Write he might : 
aad he una fond (aa disappointment 
inerieaaMi hia propeantìea to dreaming) 
of brig^tening bla aolitude with the 
golden palacea and iringedahapea tbat 
Utt f^aaaed witbin the £uiey--4he SMml'a 
&iiy4and. Bat the vision with him 
waa only eroked one honr to be de- 
stroyed the next. Happy had it been 
for Qodolphin, and not unfortanate 
psr hapa for tbe world, had he leamed 
at that ùxaci mom^ittbe tme motive 
for human action which he af tenrardBy 
aad too late, diseoTeied. Happy had 
it been for him to bave leamed that 
theie ia an ambition to do ffood-^^Au 
ambition to ndaetbe wretohed aa well 
aatoiiae. 

Alaa l^-«ither in lettera or in poli- 
tica, how utterly poor, barren, and 
untsmptlng, ia every patb that points 
npward to the mockery of public emi- 
nence, when looked npon by a aoul 



that hai any real elemenia of wiae or 
nobk-; unlasa we bave an impulse 
within, which mortification chilla not 
— « reward without, whioh selfiah de- 
feat doea not deatroy. 

Bat, nnblest by one friend really 
wiae or good, spoiU by ihe worid, 
aoured by diaappointment, Gk>dolphin'B 
very facnltiea made him inert, and hia 
very wiadom tanght him to be uaeleaa. 
Again and again, — aa the spider ia 
some celi where no wìnged imeet 
over wandors, buiMs and rebuilds bis 
meahi-^the acheming heart of the 
Idealiat waa deomed to woave net 
after net Ut thoae vìaioiia of the 
Lovely and the Ferfeet which never 
oan deaeend to the gloomy regiona 
wherein mortality la oaat The moat 
common diaeaae to geniua ia nympho- 
lep^^the aaddanii^ for a spirit that 
the world Ipnowa not. Ah ! how thoae 
outward diaappointmenta which ahould 
cure, only feed the djaeaae f 

The dinnerat Baville'a was gay and 
lively, aa such entertainmenU with 
auch parUeipatora usoally ara If 
notbing in the world ia more heavy 
than yoar formai banquet» — ^nothing; 
on the otherhand, ia more agreeable 
than thoae weU-choaen ìtnatez aller 
feaata at whioh the gaeata ave aa hap- 
pUy aeleetedaa the winea ; wherethere 
ia no fonn, no reaerre, no eifort ; and 
people, having mot to ait etili for 
a few hovia, are wilUng to be aa 
pleaaant to each other aa if they were 
never to meet again. Yet the con- 
veraation inalìcompaniea not literary 
tuma upon persona ratherthan thinga; 
and yovr wita leam tbeir art only in 
the Bchool for ficandaL 

'<Only think, Fanny," eaid Saville, 
'^of Clavera tuming beau in bla old 
age ! He eommenced with being a 
jockey; then he beeame an elee- 
tioneerer; then a methodiat paraon; 
then a builder of houaea ; and now he 
baa daahed auddenlyup to London, 
ruahed into the elnba, monnted a wig, 
atudied an ogle, and walka about tb^ 
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Opera House swinging a cane, and, 
at the age of fifty-six, punching young 
minors in the side, and saying tre- 
xnulously, * We young fellows !' " 

" He hires pages to come to him in 
the Park with three comered notes/' 
said Fanny: "he opens each -with 
affeotod nonckalance ; looka foli at the 
bearer; and cries aloud — 'Teli your 
mistresB I canno t refuse her:' — then 
cuiters.o£^ with the air of a man per- 
weutedto deathl" 

** Bui did you eee what an ìm- 
mease pair of whìakera Chester haa 
aounted ]" 

''Yefl^'^anfiwered a Mr.Be ÌAay; 
<f A ' Bays he ha» cultirated them 
la order to 'plant out' bis nf^i- 
nen." 

" Bat Ty fou no talk, Monsienr de 
Bauphin 1 " said the Linettini gently : 
tuming to Percy ; " you rer silent/' 

''Unhappily, I have been so long 
onA of to«m, that theae aneodotes à 
the day are eoiviare to me." 

'<But so," oried fiaville, ''would a 
Tolume of French Memoirs be to any 
ODA ihat'took it up £or the first timo ; 
j9t the Frsnch Kemoirs amvse one 
«laoUy as mueh as if one had lived 
with the persona written of. Now 
tfaat ought to be the eaae with conver- 
satioBs upon persons. I flatter myself, 
Fanny, that you and I hit off chaiac- 
tars 60 woU by & word or iwo, that no 
oae who hears us wants to luiow any 
thing more about them." 

"I believe you," said Qodolphin; 
''and that is the reason jou never 
talk of yooiselTes." 

"Bahl Apropoa of egeigts, did 
you meet Jack Barabel in Home)" 

" Yes, writing bis travels. ' Pray/ 
said he to me (sehslng me by the but* 
ton) in the Coliaseum, ' WhAì do you 
think is tìie higheat order of litemry 
eompositionV 'Why, an epic, I 
fancy,' said I ; 'or perhaps a tragedy* 
or a great history, or a noTel like 



Don Quixole* ' Pooh 1 * quoth Barabel, 
looking important, 'there's nothing 
so high in literature aa a good hook 
of travels ; * then sinking bis voice into 
a whisper, and laying bis finger wisely 
on bis nose, he bissed out, ' / bave a 
quarto, sir, in the press !' " 

"Hai h&l" la«ghcd Straeey, the 
old wit^ picking bis teeth, and speak- 
ing for the first timo; "if you teli 
Barabel you bare aeen a handsome 
woman, he sajs,.mysterìously frown- 
ing, 'Handsome, siri has sbe tnk- 
v^Utd /'— «nswar me that 1' " 

" But hAYe you sten Paulton's new 
equipagel Brown carriage, brown 
lireries, brown haxness, brown horses, 
while Paulton and bis wife sit within 
dressed in brown, cap^pié. The 
best of it is that Paulton went to bis 
eoaehmoker, to order bis carriage, 
Baying, ' Mr. Honlditeh, I am growing 
old — ^tooold to be eceontric any longer ; 
I must have something remarkably 
plain ;' and to thia hanr Paulton goes 
&roum*ing about the town, ciying out 
to every one, ' iN^otbing like simplicity, 
belieye me.' '* 

"He dìscbaiged his enachwan for 
weoring white gloves inatead of 
brown," said Straeey. " ' What do you 
mean, air,* cried he, 'with your d*— d 
showy Tulgarities )--^on't you see me 
toiling my sool out to be plain and 
quifit, and you must spoil ali, by not 
being brown enough 1 * " 

"Ah, Gtodolpbin, y<m seem pen- 
sive," wbispered Fanny; "yet we 
are tolerably amosing, too." 

"My dear Fanny," ancwesed Qo» 
dolphin, rousing birnsalf, "the dia* 
logue is gay, the aetors know their 
parts, the ligbts are brilliant ; buir— 
the scene — the scene cannot shift &r 
me ! Cali it what you will, I am not 
deeeived. I see the paini and the 
oanvas, but — and ytt, away these 
thonghtal Shall I fili your glaas, 
Fanny 1" 
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AK EYENI OF GBEAT IlIPORTAKOB TO THB PBIKOIPAL AOTOBS DT TmS HISTORT. 
GODOLPHIN A SECOHD TIME LSAYBS BBGLAirD. 



GoDOLPHiN was welcomed with enthn- 
BÌasm by the London world. His 
graces, his manners, his genius, his 
bon ion, and his bonnes foriuneSf were 
the theme of every society. Yerses 
imputed to him, — some erroneously, 
some truly, — ^were mysteriously circu- 
lated from hand to Land ; and every 
one enyied the fair inspirers to whom 
they were supposed to be addressed. 

It is not my intention to reiterate 
the weariflome echo of novelists, who 
descant on fiishion and term it life. 
Ko description of rose-coloured car- 
tains and buhl cabinets — ^no miniature 
paintings of boudoirs and salons — ^no 
recital of conventional insipidities, 
interlarded with affected criticiams, 
and honoured by the name of dramatic 
dialog^e, shall lend their fascination 
to these pages. Far other and £ur 
deeper aims are mine in stooping to 
delineate the customs and springs of 
polite life. The reader must givo 
himself wholly up to me; he must 
prepare to go with me through the 
grave as through the gay, and unre- 
sistingly to thread the dark and 
Bubtle interest which alone I can im- 
pari to these memoirs, or — ^let him 
dose the hook at once. I promise 
him novelty; but it is not, when 
duly scanned, a novelty of a light and 
frivolous cast. 

But throughout that routine of dis- 
sipation in which he chased the phan- 
tom Forgetfulness, Godolphin sighed 
for the timo he had fixed on for leav- 
ing the scenes in which it was pursued. 
Of Constance's present existence he 
heard nothing; of horformertriumphs 



and conquests he heard everywhere. 
And when did he ever meet one fiuse, 
however fair, which could awaken a 
single thought of admiratlon, while 
hers was yet ali faithiiilly glassed in 
his remembrance? I know nothing 
that so utterly converts society into 
" the gallery of pictures," as the recol- 
lection of one loved and lost That 
recollection has but two cures — ^Time 
and the Hermitage. Foreigners im- 
pute to US the tum for sentiment; 
alas ! there are no people who bave it 
less. We seek for ever after amuse- 
ment; and there is not one popular 
prose-book in our lang^age in which 
the more tender and yeaming secreta 
of the heart form the subject matter. 
The «Corinne" and the "JuUe** 
weary us, or we tum them into sorry 
jests ! 

One evening, a little before his de- 
parture from England, — ^that a lin- 
gering and vague hope, of which 
Constanoe was the object, had consi- 
derably protracted beyond the allotted 
time— Godolphin was at a house 'in 
which the hostess was a relation to 
Lord Erpingham. 

"Have you heard," asked Lady 

G , " that my cousin Erpingham 

is to bemarriedl" 

"No, indeed; to whom?" said 
Godolphin, eagerly. 

" To Miss Vemon." 

Sudden as was the shock, Godol- 
phin heard, and changed neither hue 
nor muscle. 

" Are you certain of this V asked a 
lady present. 

" Quite : Lady Erpingham is my 
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authority ; I received the news from 
herself this very day." 

" And does she seem pleased with 
the match?" 

" Why I can scarcely say, for the 
letter contradicta itself in every pas- 
eage. N<^w, she congratulates herself 
on having so charming a daughter-in- 
law ; now, she suddenly stops short to 
obsenre what a pity it is tìiat young 
men should be so precipitate ! Now, 
she says what a great match it will be 
for her dear waxd 1 and now, what a 
happy one it will be for Erpingham ! 
In short, she does not know whether 
to be pleased or yexed; and that, 
pour dire vrai, is my case also." 

" Why, indeed," obserred the former 
speaker, " MissYemon has played her 
cards well. Lord Erpingham would 
bave been a great match in him- 
selfi with his person and reputation. 
Ah! she was always an ambitious 
girl/* 

" And a proud one," said Lady G 



et 



Well, I suppose Erpingham House 
will be the rendezrous to ali the blues, 
and wits, and savane. Miss Yemon 
is another Aspasia, I bear." 

** I hate girls who are so designing," 
said the lady who spoke before, and 
had only one daughter, very ugly, 
who, at the age of thirty-five, was 
abont to accept her first ofier, and 
marry a younger son in the Guards. 
" I think she's rather vulgar; for my 
part, I doubt if— I shaU patronise 
her." 

Well, what do you think of it, 



it 



Mr. Godolphinl— you bave seen ^lisa 
Vemon 1" 

Godolphin was gone. 

It was about ten days after this 
conrersation that Godolphin, waiting 
at a hotel in Dover, the hour at which 
the packet set sail for Calala, took up 
the " Moming Post ; " and the first 
passage that met his eye, was the one 
which I transcribe :— 

'* Matriage in High Li/e,— On 
Thursday last, at Wendover CasUe, 
the Bari of Erpingham, to Constance, 
only daughter of the celebrated Mr. 
Ycmon. The bride was dressed, 

&c. " And then followed the 

trite, yetpompouspageantry of words 
— the sounding nothings— with which 
ladies who become countesses are 
knelled into marriage. 

" The dream is overl " said Godol- 
phin moumfuUy, as the paper fell to 
the ground; and, burying his face 
within his hands, he remained motion- 
less till they came to announce the 
moment of departure. 

And thus Percy Godolphin left, for 
the second time, his native shores. 
When we return to him, what changes 
will the feelings, now awakened within 
him, bave worked in his character 1 
The drops that trickle within the 
cavem harden, yet brighten into spars 
as they indurate. Nothing is more 
pollshed, nothing more cold, than 
that wìsdom which is the work of 
former tears, of former passions, and 
is formed within a musing and solitary 
mind! 
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THB BBIDK ALONB. — ^A StLlLOGUE POUTIGAL AVS MÀXKOKmiÀL. — OOVSTUKa's 
OBKIUS FOB niPIrf>MACT.-~ T9B CHABAOSBB Off HU JLflnMBUBIk— BBft. 
CONQUEST OYBB IiADT 2>SLVUiI& 



*' Buiira me ihai book ; place that 
table Deftrer ; and leave me." 

The Abigail obeyed the orde», and 
the young Countees of Erpingham 
waa alone. — Alone ! whai a word for 
a young and beaatiM bride in the 
first months of her marriage! Alone, 
and in the heart of that mighty city 
in which rank and wealth— 4ffid they 
««re hers^are the idola adored by 
millions. 

It was a room fencifally and splen- 
didly decorated. Flowers and per- 
fumes were, howeyer^ ita ehief Ivzury; 
and from the open wì&dow you might 
aee the trees in the old Mail deepen- 
ing into the rich verdure of June. 
That hannt, too-— a eUasical haunt 
for London — ^waa at the hour I «peak 
of fìlli of gay and idle Ufe ; and thcre 
was Bomething fresh and joyoos in the 
air, the sun, and the crowd of tool 
and borse that sweptbelew. 

Was the glory gone from yonr brow, 
Constancel — or tbe prond ^adness 
from your eyel Alasi are not the 
blessings of the world like the en- 
cbanted bullets 1 — that which pierces 
our heart is united with the gift which 
our heart desìred I 

Lord Erpingham entered the room. 
" Well, Constance," said he, " shaU 
you ride on horseback to-day ]" 

" I think not." 

*' Then I wish you would cali on 
Lady Delville. You see, Delville is 
of my party : we sit together. You 
should be very civil to her, and I did 
did not think you were so the other 
night." 



'' Yoa wi&h Lady Delrille to aup- 
port jour politicai interest ; and» if I 
mistake soi^ yrni think her at preaeni 
Itthewarml" 

" Prociaely.- 

" Then, my dear lord, wiU yen piace 
confidence in mj disaratioii 1 I pro- 
mioe yen, if you wìU laave me udì»- 
tnrbed in my owa plana, that Ladj 
Ddyille «hall be the most deroted of 
yo«r party b^mre the aeaaon ia half 
over: bat then, the means wiU noi 
be those you advise." 

" Why, I adfiaed M&e." 

" Yes-^nlity ; a rttj poor polky.** 

'* D ■ n ift, OoHrtaBoe ! why you 
woalà noi Jroton » great persoa like 
Lady Delvilieinte aflfefitioA Sor «a]" 

^KoQMBseJ" 

" ìij dear lord» <mly try. Thxee 
moAtha te ali I ade. Ton wìU leawe 
i&e maBBgemt&t of pelltics to me 
eyerafterwarda! IwaabonLaschener. 
Am I not John Vonon'a daugfatar 1 " 

"Well,weU,do aa yoawill!" said 
Lord Erpingham : — " But I see how 
it will end. However, yen will cali 
on Lady Delville to-day 1" 

" If you wish it, certainly." 

" I do." 

Lady Delville was a proud, great 
lady ; not very much liked, and not 
so often invited by her equais aa if she 
had been agreeable and a flirt- 

Constance knew with whom she 
had to treat. She called on Lady 
Delville that day. Lady Delville was 
at home : a pretty and popular Mrs. 
Trevor was with her. 
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IMf DelvUlo rec^red ber «oolly*- 
CoBBtance wae haoghtùidM itaeif. 

" You 90 io the JOtcìiMB of Dan- 
bigny's t<HÙght}'' Mid IMj Del- 
Till«, in the courae <if their breken 
conversation. 

" Iikked I do not. I like agreefl.ble 
societj. It shall be »j «bjeet to fono 
a cirole that noi one dispkMÌng per- 
soli Bhaìl obtaia aeoeM ta Will you 
umet me, my dear Mn. Trererr-- 
uid Confitanee tunied, irith ker eofM; 
smUe, to the lady ahe addresaed. 

Mrs. Trev'or «as flaitered: Lady 
Delvillfi drew faen^ up. 

'' li k a «naU party ai tke diiGàeie V 
said the latter ; " siereiy io meet the 
Duke and Duehfiii of C--^— •" 

''Ah! few peoplie are capable of 
glTing a euitable eaiertMBiiwiat to the 
royal luaily." 

^ Bat «iielynoiie more m than ih* 
DuehesB of Daubigny w-4ier houae «o 
large, her sank eo gimt !" 

" The«e ave bmt poor iBgredìeAta 
towarda the foiming of «a agreeable 
party/' laid CoMtanee, «oldly. " The 
mifitake made by oofluoMO minda ia, 
to suppose titles the «ily ca&k. Soyal 
dukee loT<e» abova aU otìur peraons, 
to be anmaed; and aaivaement is 
the laat thìng ^enemUy proTided far 
them." 

The o<wyer8ation fall iato other 
channela. C<»iBtaaee rose todepart 
She warmly piwaed the band of Mrs. 
Treyor, whom ahe kad oaly aefl& oaee 
bafore. 

''A léw persooa come lo me to- 
morrowereDÌAg/'flaidahe; ** domivi 
oerenoay, aadjoùitta. loanpromiflo 
you that aot one diaagiaeable par- 
aon shaU be preaeat ; aad thai the 
Duchefis of Ihaibigny Bkam mite for 
aa xATitation, aad be refoaed." 

Ifrs. Trevor aocepted the i&TÌtation. 

Lady Delyille waa enraged beyond 
measure. Never waa female tongue 
more bitter thaa ben ai the expenae 
of that insolent Lady Erptnc^aml 
Yet Lady Delville was secretly in 



grkf ; for tha first iioia in ker ÌHe, 
she wms hnrt atiMii hftfiagbeenaaked 
to a party: aad htàmg hnrt beaaaaa 
she waa nat gomg, ahe kmged Most 
eageriy to ipa. 

She Beaci «f«ong eame. JSrplas- 
h*m Hooaa waa Bot ìarge, bat ii wm 
well adapted to tke deaeriptioa af 
asaembly its beautiful owaer had in- 
viied. fitaittea» busta, pkstures, booka, 
seattered or amaged abooi the apart- 
meats, fhmished satter for iuteUeo- 
tual coBTvrsatìeiiy ut gave at leaat aa 
iateUeoiaal air to the meeting. 

About a kandied penana were pra- 
seni. Tkey wene aeleeied from the 
Bkost distiiigaisàedtaaiaaients ef tke 
tane. Hasieiaas, paiaters, aulkon, 
oratoM, fina geatlemaa, dukes, prineea^ 
aad beaiitiea. Qna thiag, l^werer, 
waa Imparalàyidy DAoessary in order 
to adaùt ikam— 4he preiesBion of liba* 
raloptnioBML Ko Tory, kewever wiaa, 
eloqueat, or beautilÙ, eould, ikat 
ereaing; kave obiaiaad the eeaeune to 
tkose apartmenla. 

Gonataaea nereraeonedmorelovvly, 
aad nef«r befoia wia ake ao wiaaiag. 
TkeeakinesaftBd tke moganoe of kor 
maaaer were wiwlly Taaisked. To 
every oaa ahe apeka; and to erary 
Otte ber Toiea» kermaaiier, were kind, 
oordial, fiuniliar ; bnt fiua^iar with a 
soft digaity tkathelgkteaedilie ekamL 
Ambiàoaa noi oaiy to please bat ta 
dazzle, she breathed iato her ooaTer 
aatioa aU the graee aad anlture of her 
mind. They wko adaaired ker tke 
moat» were the moet aecomplishad 
theauB^TOS. H'ew enehaaging wUh 
for^ga'aobifis timi biilliant trifib« 
of the world ia wki<di thwe ia oftea 
so Bineh peaetratioa, wiadom, aad 
reaearch iato character; aow with a 
kindliag eye aad aaìatated cheek oom- 
meating, with poeta aad critiesv aa 
literaUire and tìie aria; aow, ia a 
more remote and quiet corner, aa- 
riottsly disevasing, with hoary poli- 
tksians, tjiose afbjra in vhich eyen 
they allowed her shrewdncss and her 
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grasp of intellect; and combining 
with every grace and every accom- 
plishment a rare and dazzling order 
of beauty — we may readily imagìne 
the sensation she created, and the 
Budden and novel zest which so splen- 
did an Armida must bave given to 
the tameness of society. 

The whole of the next week, the 
party at Erpingham House was the 
theme of every conyersation. Each 
person who had been there had met 
the lion he had been most anxions to 
see. The beauty had conversed with 
the poet, who had charmed her ; the 
young délmtant in science had paid 
homage to the great professor of its 
loftiest mysteries ; the statesman had 
thanked the anthor who had defended 
bis measures; the author had been 
delighted with the compliment of the 
statesman. Every one then agreed 
that^ while the highest rank in the 
kingdom had been there, rank had 
been the least attraction ; and those 
who before had found Constance re- 
pellente were the very persona who 
now ezpatiated with the greatest rap- 
tore on the sweetness of her manners. 
Then, too, every one who had been 
admitted to the coterie dwelt on the 
rarity of the admission ; and thus, ali 
the world were dying for an introduc- 
tion to Erpingham House— partly, 
because itwas agreeable — ^principally, 
because it was difficuli. 

It soon became a compliment to 
the understanding to say of a person, 
"He goes to Lady Erpingham 's ! " 
They who valued themselves on iheir 
ionderstandings moved heavén and 
«arth to become popular with the 
beautiful countess. Lady Delville 
was not asked; Lady Delville was 
furious : she affected disdain, but no 
ono gave her credit for it. Lord 
Erpingham teazed Constance on this 
pokit. 

"You see I was rìght; for you 
bave affronted Lady Delville. She 



has made Delville look coolly on me ; 
in a few weeks he will be a Tory : 
think of that, Lady Erpingham ! " 

" One month more," answered Con- 
stance, with a smile, "and you shall 
see* 

One night, Lady Delville and Lady 
Erpinghùm met at a large party. The 
latter seated herself by her haughty 
enemy: not seemìng to heed Lady 
Delville's coolness, Constance entered 
into conversation with her. She dwelt 
upon books, pictures, music : her man- 
ner was animated, and her wit play- 
ful. Pleased, in spite of herself. Lady 
Delville warmed from her reserve. 

" My dear Lady Delville," said Con- 
stance, suddenly tuming her brighi 
countenance on the countess with an 
ezpression of delighted surprise ; "will 
you forgive mei — I never dreamed 
before ìbat you were so charming a 
person! I never conceal my senti- 
ments: and I own with regret and 
shame that, till this moment, I had 
never seen in your mind — whatever 
I might in your person — ^those claims 
to admiration which were constantly 
dinned into my ear." 

Lady Delville actnally coloured. 

"Pray,"continued Constance, "con- 
descend to pemùt me to a nearer 
acquaintance. Will you dine with us 
on Thursdayt — ^we shall bave only 
nino persona besides yourself: but 
they are the nine persons whom I 
most esteem and admire." 

Lady Delville aocepted the invita- 
tion. From that hour. Lady Delville 
— who had at first resented, from the 
deepest recess of her heart^ Constance 
Yemon's accession to rank and wealth, 
— ^who, had Constance deferréd tò her 
early acquaintance, would havealways 
found something in her she could bave 
affected to despise; from that hour. 
Lady Delville was the warmest ad- 
vocate, and, a little time after, the 
sincerest follower, of the youthful 
countess. 
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▲K IKSIQHT inrO THB RIAL GRAND XONBi; — BBIITO A 8EAR0H BBEIIO) TH> 

B0SB-00L0T7RBD OUBTAIKS. 



The time we nov speak of was the 
xnoBt brilliant the English world, 
during the last half century, has 
known. Lord Byron was in his brief 
and dazzling zenith ; De Staèl was in 
London; the Peace had turned the 
attention of rich idlers to social en- 
joyment and to lettere. There was on 
excitement, and a brilliancy, and a 
apirituality, about our circles, which 
we do not recognise now. Never had 
a young and ambitious woman — a 
beauty and a genius — a finer moment 
for the commencement of her power. 
It was Constance's early and bold re- 
solution to push to the utmost — even 
to exaggeration — a power existing in 
ali polished states, but now mostly in 
this, — the power of Fashion! This 
mysterious and subtle engine she was 
eminently skìlled to more according 
to her will. Her intuitive penetration 
into character, her tact, and her grace, 
were exactly the talenta Fashion most 
demands; and they were at present 
devoted only to that sphere. The 
rudeness that she mingled, at times, 
with the bewitching softness and ease 
of manner she could command at 
othere, increased the effect of her 
power. It is much to intimidate as 
well as to win. And her rudeness in 
a yery little while grew popular; for 
it was never exercised but on tifose 
whom the world loves to see humbled. 
Modest merit in any rank ; and even 
insolence, if accompanied with merit, 
were always safe from her satire. It 
was the haviewr of foolish duchesses 
or puree-proud roturiera that she 
loved^ and scrupled not, to abase. 



And the independence of her cha- 
racter was mlxed with extraordinary 
sweetness of temper. Constance could 
not be in a passion : it was out of her 
nature. If she was stung, she conld 
utter a sarcasm; but she could not 
frown or raise her voice. There was 
that magic in her, that she was always 
feminine. She did not stare young 
men out of countenance; she never 
addressed them by their Christian 
names ; she never flirted — never 
coquetted : the bloom and flush of 
modesty was yet ali virgin upon her 
youth. She, the founder of a new 
dynasty, avoided what her successore 
and contemporaries bave deemed it 
necessary to incur. She was the leader 
of fashion; but — it is a miraculous 
union — she was respectable ! 

At this period, some new dancea 
were brought into England. These 
dances fbund much favour in the eyes 
of several great ladies young enough 
to dance them. They met at each 
other's houses in the morning, to 
practise the steps. Among these was 
Lady Erpinghiun ; her house became 
the favourite rendezvous. 

The young Marquls of Dartington 
was one of the little knot. Celebrated 
for his great fortune, his personal 
beauty, and his general success, he 
resolved to fidi in love with Lady 
Erpingham. He devoted himself ex- 
clusively to her ; he joined her in the 
moming in her rides — ^in the evening 
in her gaieties. He had fikllen in love 
with hert— yes !— did he love her)— 
nottheleast. But he was excessively 
idle ! — ^what else could he do 1 
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Constance early saw the attentions 
and designs of Lord Dartington. 
There is one difficulty in repressing 
advances in great society — one so 
easily becomes ridiculons by being a 
prude. But Constance dismissed Lord 
Dartington with great dexterity. This 
was the occasion : — 

One of the apartments in Erping- 
ham House communicated with a 
conservatory. Io, Uù» coaierTatory 
Constance waa aloae oae m(»iiii^, 
when Lord Bartingto&y who had en- 
tered the house with Lord Erpingham, 
joined her. Ke wm not a m?ek who 
could ever beoome a^&Uuiental ; he 
was rath^ the gay lover — rather the 
Don Oaólor than tke Amadia; hot 
he was a little ahashed before Con- 
stance. He truated, however, to hi» 
fine eyes and hia good complezion. — 
plucked up courage ; and, picking a 
flower from the aasie plant Cnnataiure 
was tending, said/^ 

''I believe there is a eostom ia 
some part of tba woiid to ezpreM 
lore by flowera. Jdiay I^ dear Lady 
Erpin^am, trust to thia flower to 
express what I daoe noi utter?" 

Constance did noi falash, nor look 
confuaed, as Lord Dsartingtoii had 
hope4 and expeetedL Oao who had 
been loved by Godolphia waa Boi 
Hkely to &el mach agitatioB ai the 
gallantry of Lord Dartia^^toa; bui 
she looked gravely in hiafaee, pauaed 
a little before she an^wered^anid then 
said^ with a amile thai ahasbed the 



suitor more than severity could pos- 
sibly bave dono : — 

" My dear Lord Dartington, do not 
let US mistake each other. I live in 
the world like other women, but I am 
not altogether like them. Kot another 
word of gallantry to me alone, as you 
yalue my fiiendahip. Ia a erowded 
room, pay me as many complimenta 
as you like. It will flatter my vanity 
to bave you in my tiain. And now, 
jort do me the &rour to take theae 
Bcissoray ané coi the dead learea off 
that plani.'' 

Lord BartìDgtoiiy to nae a eommoa 
phraae^ ''hnmmedand hawed." He 
looke4^ tooy a little angry. An artful 
aad ahrewd politieB&, it wm noi Con* 
ataaoe'a wiah to eool the derotion, 
thongh abe mìgkt the attaefene&t, of 
a single member qÌ her hvfiband's 
party. With a kind look — ^bntalook 
so aopenor, ao q»eeiilike, so free flfvm 
the peti ja&d coqnetlàrik eoadesoension 
oi theaeZyUiai tbe gi^'kwd weitiered 
from thaà ho«r how he eeuid erer 
bare dnaaied of Conatanee aa ^ eer- 
tain other hdiea aii e stzvtehed her 
haadtokiaL 

" We aro l»nd% Lotti Dtftbigtefi ? 
— and nov we know eaeh other, ire 
ahall bc ao alwayib" 

liOfd Davti&gtMi bowed eesAMé^ly 
orer tbe beaattfél band be tooehed ; 
and OoBitaneai, malkiag iato th« 
drairing^oMD, stati for Iiord Efpiag- 
barn en bnatneaa-^Baztingteii took 
hialeare; 
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TH1 JfJLBUSB STATI Of OOKSTIKOI. 



CoirsTAHGB, CouBteBS »f Erpinglian, 
was 7<mng, rich, loveìy as a dream, 
worshipped as a goddess. Waa she 
happy? aad iras ber whdle heart 
occupied with the trifles that tmr- 
rounded kerl 

Deep withìn her memory was bnrìed 
One htal image, that she eoald not 
ezorcise. Thereproachingandmonm- 
fbl oonnteiianee of QodolpfaiH vose 
before her at ali timea aad seasoBB. 
The charm of his preeence fto other 
human being could renew. Hia elo- 
qnent and noble features, lÌTing and 
glorioas with genius and vith pasdon, 
his Bireet deep Toioe^ hia eonrersation, 
so lieh with mind and hDowle<^, and 
the sabtle delieaey with whiÉeh he 
applied ita graces to some sentknent 
dedicated to hér, (deHeious flattery, 
of ali iatteries tho mest attnci^Te to 
A sensiti?» and isteHeotwJ woakon ì) 
— thtfse oecnired to her again and 
ag&in, and rendered aH she sttw around 
hsr iat, wearisome^ tniripM. Nor was 
this deep-seated and tender weaknesB 
the only serpent— >if I nagr use so 
eonftraed a metai^or-— in the loses of 
her lot. 

An4 hera I inrohe the reader's 
giwrer aUentibn. Itke fate of women 
ta ali the vere pelisbtd otreles of 
society le eminentty wmatanJ aad 
«nhiqipy. The peasaai and hi« dame 
are on torma of e^pmtity — eqvality 
even of ambition : no career i» open 
to one and shut to the other ; — 
equality even of hardship, and hard- 
Bhip is employment : no labour occu- 
pies the whole energies of the man, 
but leaves those of the woman unem- 
ployed. Is this the case with the 



wives in a higher station?— the wives 
of the lawyer, the merehant» the 
senator, the noble f There, the men 
bare their occupations; and the 
women (unless, like poor Fanny, 
work-bags and pairots can employ 
them) none. They are idle. They 
employ the imagination and the 
heart They fidi in love and are 
wretched ; or they remaln TirtnonSy 
and are either wearied by an eternai 
monotony or they ftitter away intel- 
lect, mind, chancter, in the minutest 
frivolities — ^friyolities being their only 
refage trom stagnation. Yes! there 
is one yery curious curse for the sex 
which men don't consideri Once 
marrìed, the more aeplring of them 
bare no real scope fer ambition : the 
ambition gnaws away t^eir contenta 
and never finds dsewhwe whero- 
withal to feed on. 

Tiiis was Constance's ee^ecial mis- 
fbrtatto. Hot loffy, and restless, and 
soaring spirit pined for a sphere of 
action, and ball-roetts and boodoirs 
Btet it on eyery side. One hope she 
did indeed eheriah; that hope was 
the sonree of her iak-iguings and 
sehemes, of her tun for seeming 
trite», the waste of her energies on 
seemfing friyolitioB. This hope, this 
objeot, was to diminisfa — to emsh, 
not only the party which had fbr^ 
sa^n her father, bnt the power of 
that order to which she belonged her- 
self; which she had entered only to 
humble. But this hope was a distant 
and chili vision. She was too rational 
to anticipate on early and effectual 
change in our social state, and too 
rich in the troasures of mind to be 
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tlie creature of one idea. Satiety^ 
the common curse of the great — crept 
over her day by day. The powers 
within her lay stagnant — the keen 
intellect rusted in ita Bheath. 

" How is it/' said she to the beau- 
tiful Countess of , '* that you 

seem always so gay and so animated ; 
that with ali your vivacity and ten- 
demesB, you are never at a Iobs for 
occupation 1 You never seem weary 
— ennuyée — ^why is this]" 

" I will teli you," said the pretty 
countess, archly ; " I change my lovers 
every month." Constance blushed, 
and asked no more. 

Many women in her state, influenced 
by contagious ezample, wearied by a 
life in which the heart had no share ; 
without children, without a guide; 
assaiied and wooed on ali sides, in ali 
shapes; — many women might haye 
ventured, if not into love, at least into 
coquetry. But Constance remained 
as brìght and cold as ever — "the 
unsunned snow!" It might be, in- 
deed, that the memory of Godolphin 
preserved her safe from ali lesser 
dangers. The asbestos once conquered 
by fire can neyer be consumed by it ; 
but there was also another cause in 
Constance's yery nature — ^it was pride! 

Oh! if men could but dream of 
what a proud woman endures in those 
caresses which humble her, they would 
not wonder why proud women are so 
difficult to subdue. This is a matter 
on which we ali pender much, but we 
dare not write honestly upon it. But 
imagine a young, haughty, guileless 
beauty, married to a man whom she 
neither loves nor honours ; and so far 
from that want of love rendering her 
likely to &11 hereafber, it is more pro- 
bable that it will make her recoil 
from the yery name of love. 



About this timo the Dowager I^ady 
Erpingham died ; an event sincerely 
moumed by Constance, and which 
broke the strongest tie that united 
the young countess to her lord. Lord 
Erpingham and Constance, indeed, 
now saw but little of each other. Like 
most men six feet high, with largo 
black whiskers, the earl was yain of 
bis person ; and, like most rich noble* 
men, he found plenty of ladies who 
assured him he was irresistible. He 
had soon grown angiy at the unad- 
miring and calm urbanity of Con* 
stanco ; and, liying a great deal with 
single men, he formed liaisona of the 
same order they do. He was, howeyer, 
sensible that he had been fortunate in 
the choice of a wife. His politicai 
importance the wìsdom of Constance 
had quadrupled, at the 'least; his 
house she had rendered the most 
brìlliant in London, and his name 
the most courted in the lists of the 
peerage. Though munificente she 
was not extrayagant; though a beauty, 
she did not intrigue ; neither, though 
his inconstancy was open, did she 
appear jealous; nor, whateyer the 
errors of his conduct, did she eyer 
disregard his interest, disobey his 
wishes, or wayer from the smooth 
and continuous sweetness of her 
temper. Of such a wife. Lord Er- 
pingham could not complain.: he 
esteemed her, praised her, asked her 
adyice, and stood a little in awe of 
her. 

Ah, Constance ! had you been the 
daughter of a noble or a peasant— 
had you been the daughter of any 
man but John Yemen — ^what a trea- 
Bure beyond price, without parallel, 
would that heart, that beauty, that 
genius haye been 1 
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It was a proud moment for Constance, 
when the Ducheas of Winstoun and 
Lady Margaret Midgecombe wrote to 
ber, worried her, beset her, for a amile, 
a courtesy, an inritation, or a ticket 
to Almack's. 

They had at first tliought to cry 
ber down; to declare tbat sbe was 
plebeian, mad, bizarre, and a blue. It 
was ali in yain. Constance rose every 
bour. Tbey struggled against tbe 
conviction, but it would not do. The 
first person wbo confounded them 
with a senso of their error was the 
late King, then Eegent ; he devoted 
bimself to lady Erpingbam for a wbole 
evening, at a ball given by bimself. 
From tbat bour tbey were assured 
tbey had been wrong: tbey accord- 
ingly called on ber tbe nezt day. 
Constance received them with tbe 
same coldness sbe' had alwaysevinced; 
hut they went away declaring they 
never saw any one wbose manners 
were so improved. They then sent 
ber an inyitation! sbe refused it; a 
sccond I sbe refused ; a tbird, begging 
ber to fiz tbe day!!! sbe fixed the 
day, and disappointed them. Lord 
bless US ! — how sorry they were, bow 
alarmed, bow terrifìed! — their dear 
Lady Erpingbam must be ili !— tbey 
sent every day for the nezt week to 
know how sbe was I 

" Why," said Mrs. Treror to Lady 
Erpingbam, — " why do you continue 
so cruel to these poor people ì I know 
they were veiy impertinent, and so 
forth, once ; but it is surely wiser and 
more dignified now to forgiye; to 



appearunconsciousoftbepast: people 
of the world ougbt not to quarrel with 
each otber." 

'' You are right, and yet you are 
mistaken," said Constance: "I do 
forgiye, and I don't quarrel ; but my 
opinion, my contempt, remain the 
same, or are ratber more disdainful 
than eyer. These people are not worth 
losing tbe luzury we ali ezperience 
in expressing contempt. I continue» 
therefore, but quietly and without 
affectation, to indulge tbat luzury. 
Besides, I own to you, my dear Mrs. 
Treyor, I do tbink tbat tbe mere 
insolence of titles must fairly and 
thoroughly be put down, if we sin- 
cerely wish to render society agree- 
able ; and wbere can we find a better 
ezample for punishment than tbe 
Duchess of Winstoun ì" 

"But, my dear Lady Erpingbam, 
^ouare thought insolent : your friend, 
Lady , is called insolent, too l'- 
are you suro tbe ebarge is not 
meritedl" 

" I allow tbe justice of tbe ebarge ; 
but you will obserye, ours is not tbe 
insolence of rank : we baye made it a 
point to protect, to tbe utmost, the 
poor and unfriended of ali circles. 
Are we eyer rude to goyemesses or 
companions, or poor writers or musi- 
cians? When a man marries below 
bim, do we tum our backs on the 
poorwifel Do we not, on the con- 
trary, layish our attention on ber, 
and throw round ber equivocai and 
joyless state tbe protection of Fashion? 
I ISlo, no ! our insolence is justiob ! it 
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is tbe clialice rctumed to the lips 
which prepared it ; it is insolence to 
the inBolent: reflect^ and you will 
allow it." 

The fashion that Constance set and 
fostered was of a generous order ; bui 
it was not Buited to the majority ; it 
was corrupted by ber fòUoweffS into a 
tbouflflnd basenessea. Ia vaia do we 
make a law, if the general spirii is 
avene to the ]&w. Constance conld 
bomble the great ; could loosen the 
links of extrinsie rank ; eomld under- 
mine the power of title«; bui thai 
wis ali I She eould abase the prond, 
but not elevate the genefal tene : for 
ese alsveiy she only sabilitated an- 
other, — people bngged the chaiiiB of 
FtahioB, as before th«j hagged thoie 
of TkakMT Anoganceu 

Amiidsi the gossip ef the day, Q&nr 
Btaaee heard mnek oi Godolphin, and 
aU 0poke c^ him with ìiitere8i--eveii 
tkoee whe oould wA eonprduad his 
veiy intricate aad peeoliar ehaneter. 
Seperated from ber by laads and seas, 
tìiere seemed no danger m aUewkig 
bMsell the iweet pkassie o£ hearing 
hie action» and hia mind dkcuised. 
She fimcied sbe did notpermiihendf 
to 20910 him ; she wie ioo puve noi te 
start at such an idea ; bnt her mind 
wm noi so regnlated» ao tnined and 
edneaied in saered prìneiple, thai she 
forbade herself the laxuiy to remtem- 
ber* Of his preseni mode of Ufe she 
heard little. He was traced frmn eity 
to eitj; fiom shore to shove; firem 
the hiuighty noblesse of Yuana to the 
gloemy shrinea oi Men^his, by oeea- 
sional report, and seemed to tanry long 
in no plaee. Thia reving and un- 
aettled life, which seerotly asanxed her 
of h«r power, suffiued hia laMge in 
ali tender and remoraeful dyes. Ah ! 
wkere is that one peiaon to he envied, 
cottld we read tbe hearit 

The actress had heard incidentally 
firom SaviUe of Qodolphin's sttach- 
meat to the beantifiil conntess. She 
Umged to see her; and whea» one 



night at the theatre, she was informed 
that Lady ErpinghaiÀ wsb in the Lord 
Chamberlain's box dose before ber, 
she conld scarcely command her self- 
possession sufficiently to perform with 
her wonted brilliancy of effect. 

She was greatly struck by the sin- 
golar nobleness oi Lady Erpingham's 
face and person ; and Godolphin rose 
in heresiimaiion,from the joaiice of 
the homage he had rendered to so 
fair a ahrine. Whai a enrioua traii, 
by the by, thai is in women ;— their 
ezaggeraied anziety io aae one iriio 
haa been loved by the man in wbon 
ihey themselveft take intensi; and 
the manner in which the said man 
rises or fidla in iheir estimation, ac- 
cordìi^ aa ihey admire^ or are diai^ 
pointed in, the objeei of hia love. 

" And ao/' laid SaviUe, mixing ene 
night with the aetiess, "you think 
the worid doea noi overland Lady 
Brpinghamr 

" No: she ia whi^ Medea weuM barn 
been, if innoceni^-4bU of m%esfy, and 
yei of BweelMis. li ia the fiiee ef a 
qoeen of aome ihree thonaand years 
baek. I eoidd bare wenhipped her." 

" ICy Hitle Fanny, yon are a strange 
creatare» Meibmka, yen bave a dadi 
ofpoetryinyoQ." 

«'lirobedy whe haa noi wriiien 
peetry eenld erer read m^ cbaracter," 
ananènd Fanny wxth nnivetf , yei with 
inith. 

" Yei yon haire noi mneh of the 
ideal aboni you, V^n^ one." 

"Na; beeaoaelwwaoeariythsrown 
on myséU^ that I une loroed to make 
independenee my ehìef geod. I sooii 
saw thai if I Idlewed mj boari to 
and firo, whereiTer it led me, I sbonld 
he the ereaiore of every breath-«»the 
victim of every aeeideni: I shodd 
hare been the veiy fbol of romanee ; 
Uved en a mile; and died, periiap% 
in a ditch ai lesi, Aeeerdingly, I sei 
to woik with »y feeling^ and pared 
and eui them down io a eonrenieni 
oompaas. H^py for me thai I did 
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BO ! What would haye b«come of me 
if, years ago, when I loved Godolphin, 
I had thrown the whole world of my 
heart upon him V 

" Vfhj, he has generosity : he woald 
not have deserted you/' 

'' But I should have wearìed ìnm" 
ttffivrered Faany; ''and tlnt irould 
haye been quite enough for me. Boi 
I did love him well, and purely — (ah 1 
yovL may Bmiler !) — and dieinterestedly. 
I was onlj fort^d In my resoTation 
not to love any <me toc mnch, by per- 
ceiyii^ that he had a^fkition but no 
gympc^p for me. His nature vaa 
different fr(»n mine. I am woman in 
enreiTthing; and Godolphin is always 
nghing for a godden f" 



'*'! should like to sketch your cha- 
racter, Fanny. It is originai, though 
not strongly marked. I nerer met 
with it in any hook; yet it is true 
to your sex, and to the world." 

** Feir people conld paint me ez- 
actly/' answered Fanny. ^ The dan- 
ger is, that they would make too much 
ortoo little of me. Bntsuch as I am, 
the world ought to know what is so 
common, and, as you think^ so unde- 
scribed." 

And now, beautiful Constance, faro- 
well for the presenti I leave you 
surrounded by power, and pomp, and 
adulation. Éijoy as yoa may, that 
for which you sacnficed affection 1 
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CHAFTEB XXVL 



TEE TtSlOlKÀMJ jUTB HU DAVGHTEl. — ÀM MKQUSHMÀM, 8UCH AB lOlSUOSIS 

IMAQJXM THS BVGLIBH. 



Wb must now present the reader io 
cliaraeten reiy different from ihose 
which hare liitherto pasaed before bis 
cye. 

Withoui the immortai city, along 
the Appia V ia, there dweU a singnlar 
and romantic TÌBionarj, of the name 
of Volkiman. He wa.% by birth, a 
Dane; and nature had beetowed on 
bim that frame of mind which might 
bare won bim a distingnisbed career, 
bad she placed the period of big birth 
in the eierentb eentury. Yolktman 
was eMBentially a man belonging to 
the paat time : the character of big 
cnthusiasm wai weird and Gothic; 
with belngfl of the present day he 
liad no Bympathy ; their loves, their 
batred«, their politics, their literatnre, 
awoke no echo in bis breast. He did 
uot affect to berd with them ; bis life 
was solitnde, and its occnpation stndy 
— and study of that nature, which 
cvcry day unfitted bim more and more 
for the purposes of ezistence. In a 
word, he was a reader of the stars ; a 
boliever in the occult and dreamy 
Bcienco of astrology. Dred up to the 
art of scuipture, he had early in life 
sought Rome, as the nurse of inspira- 
tion ; bui even then he had brought 
with bim the dark and brooding tem- 
per of his norihem tribe. The images 
of the classio world ; the brighi, and 
cold, and beautiful divinities, whose 
naturcs as well as sbapes the marble 
simulation of life is so especially 
adapted to represont ; spoke but little 
to Volktman's prcoccupied andgloomy 
imagination. Faithful to the super- 
ititions and the warriors of the North, 



the loreliiieiB and majesij of the 
sonthem enations bui called forth in 
bim the destre io apply the prìneiples 
by which ihey were fonned io the 
embodying ihose stem TÌsiona which 
bis baggard and dim fimciea only 
could inroke. This irain of inspira- 
tion presenred hlm, ai least, from ib« 
deadlieai TÌoe in a worshipper of the 
arta-H»mmonplace. He was no ser- 
vile and trite imitaior ; bis rery fiudts 
were solemn and commanding. Bui 
before he had gained that long ezpe- 
rience wliich can alone perfeci genius, 
bis naturai energica were directed io 
new cbannels. In an illness, which 
prevented his applying to bis ari, he 
had accidentaUy sought entertainment 
in a certain work upon astrology. The 
wild and imposing theorìes of the 
science — ^if science ii may be called— 
especially channed and invited bim. 
The clear brighi nights of bis &ther- 
land were brought back io his remem- 
branco; he recalled the mystic and 
unanalysed impressions with which 
he had gazed upon the ligbts of 
beaven; and he imagined that the 
Tery vagueness of his feelings was a 
proof of the certainty of the science. 

The sons of the Norih are pre- 
eminently liable io be affected by that 
romance of emotion which the bushed 
and siarry aspeci of night is calcu- 
lated io excite. The long-unbroken, 
luxurious sUence that, in their frozen 
climate, reigns from the going down 
of the sun to its rise; the wandering 
and sudden meteora that disperi, as 
with an impish life, along the noise- 
less and solemn beaven ; the peculiar 
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radiance of the stara ; and even the 
sterile and severe features of the earth, 
which those stara light up with their 
chili and ghostly serenity, serve to 
deepen the effect of the wizard tales 
which are instilled into the ear of 
childhood, and to connect the less 
known and more viaionary impulses 
of life with the influences, or at least 
with the associations, of Night and 
Heaven. 

To Yolktman, more alive, than 
even his couutrymen are wont to 
be, to Buperstitious impressions, the 
science on which he had chanced 
carne with an all-absorbing interest 
and fascination. He surrendered him- 
self wholly to his new pnrsuit. By 
degrees, the block and the chisel were 
neglected, and, though he atill worked 
from time to timo, he ceaaed to con- 
sider the sculptor's art aa the vocation 
of hia life and the end of hia ambition. 
Fortnnately, though not rich, Yolkt- 
man was not without the meana of 
exiatence, nor even without the decent 
and proper comforta : ao that he was 
enabled, as few men are, to indulge 
his àrdour for unprofitable apecula- 
tiona, albeit, to the excluaion of lucra- 
tive pursuita. It may be noted, that 
when a man ia addicted to an occu- 
pation that withdrawa him from the 
world, any great affliction tenda to 
confinn, without hope of cure, hia 
inclinationa to aolitude. Theworld, 
diataateful, in that it gave no plea- 
sure, becomea irremeddably hateful 
when it ia coupled with the remem- 
brance of pain. Yolktman had mar- 
ried an Italian, a woman who loved 
him entirely, and whom he loved with 
that atrong though uncaresaing affec- 
tion common to men of hia peculiar 
temper. Of the gay and aocii^ habita 
and conatitution of her country, the 
Italian waa not diapoaed to aufièr the 
aatrologer to dwell only among the 
stara. She aought, playfnlly and 
kindly, to attract him towarda human 
society; and Yolktman could not 



alwaya reaiat^aa what man ^earth- 
bom can do? — the influence of the 
fair presider over his house and 
hearth. It happened, that on one 
day in which she peculiarly wished 
his attcndonce at some one of those 
parties in which Englishmen think 
the notion of festivity strange— for it 
includes conversation — Yolktman had 
foretold the menace of some great 
misfortune. Uncertain, from the cha- 
racter of the prediction, whether to 
wish his wife to remain at home or 
to go abroad, he yielded to her wish, 
and accompanied her to her friend's 
house. A young Englishman lately 
arrived at Rome, and already cele- 
brated in the circlea of that city for 
his eccentricity of life and his passion 
for beauty, waa of the party. He ap- 
peared struck with the sculptor's wife ; 
and in his attentions, Yolktman, for 
the first and the last time, ezpe- 
rienced the pangs of jealousy: he 
hurricd hia wife away. 

On their return home, whether or 
not a jewel wom by the signora had 
attracted the cupidity of some of the 
lawless race who live through gaining, 
and profiting by, such information, 
they were attacked by two robbers in 
the obscure and ilMighted suburb. 
Though Yolktman offered no resist- 
ance, the manner of their assailanta 
was rude and violent The signora 
was fearfuUy alarmed; her shrieks 
brought a stranger to their assistance ; 
it was the English youth who had so 
alarmed the jealousy of Yolktman. 
Accustomed to danger in his profes- 
sion of a gallant» the Englishman 
seldom, in those foreign landa, went 
from home at night without the prò- 
tection of piatola. At the aight of 
fire-arms, the ruffiana felt their cou- 
rage evaporate ; they fled from their 
prey; and the Engliahman aaaiated 
Yolktman in conveying the Italian to 
her home. But the terror of the 
encounter operated fatally on a deli- 
cate trame : and within three weeks 
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from ihai night, Volkiman wm ft 
iridower. 

His marriage had been bleaeed with 
but one daughter, who ai tbe lime of 
this cata&trophe was about eight yean 
of age. His love for his child in sone 
measare reconciled Tolkimaii io IHe ; 
and as the shock of Uie erent sol^ 
aided, he retnmed, with a pertinacity 
whieh was now sul^ected to no inier- 
ruption, to his beloved occapaUons 
andmyBteriousreseaFohes. Oneviaitor 
alone found ìt possible to win ftequeat 
ingresg to his seclusion; it was the 
young Englishman. A sentlmentof 
remorse at the jealous feelings he had 
ezperienced, and for which his wife, 
though an Italian, had neyer giren 
him even the shadow of a cauae, had 
Boftened — iato a feding rendwed kind 
by the aasociati<»is of the deceased, 
and a yague desire to alone to her 
for an unacknowledged orror^-^the 
dislike he had at first ooneeÌT<ed 
against the young Bian. This w|w 
rapidly eonfinned by the gentie and 
winning manners of the stsanger, by 
his s^tentions to the deeeaAed, to 
whom he had sent an JEagUsh phy- 
sician of great skill, aiid, as thcLr 
acquaìntance ezpanded, by the aai- 
mated interest which he testified in 
the darling theorìea of the astrologeor. 

It bappened also that Yolktmaa's 
mother had beta the daughter of 
Scotch parents. She had taoght lùm 
the EngUah tongae; aod it was the 
only language^ aayehis own, which he 
spoke asa native. This <^roainstaitoe 
tended greatly to facilitate his int^- 
conrse with the trareller; and he 
found in the society of a man afdent, 
sensitive, melanchoiy, aad addioted 
to ali abstract contemplation, a plea* 
Bure which, among the keen, bnt 
uncnltivated intellectsof Italy, he had 
never enjoyed. 

Frequently, the», carne the young 
Englishman -to the Ione house on the 
Ai^ia Via; and the mysterions and 
unearthly conveiBation of the starry 



visionary afforded ia hlm, who haé 
early leaamed ta serotiiiiBB the TaneUaa 
of his kind, a stnage d^ght, hetght- 
ened hj iht e&oàaai H presented io 
thfi werldiy natnns with wSiiah he 
usuaUy asBocìatad, and the eomnc»- 
plaee oocupatisau of a lile in pnrsoii 
of irfeasvre. 

Aad there was «ne wh% diyd as 
dbe was, watched the eonuag of ihtik 
young and beautiful stranger with 
emotion beyond her yean. Brought 
up alene ; mixing, ainoe her aiotho^s 
death, with no eompanìoBsof her age; 
fisAchiag din aad solffina glimpses of 
her fiKiherVi wiM hot lofby specala- 
tkms; his booki^ filled with stcange 
characters and impoong ''words of 
mighty sownd,* e^n iar erer to h«r 
yoimg aad enrioas gaie; itcaaseaiea 
he Biatteraf wcnder tfaat somethiBg 
atnage ami aaworkHy mingled wiili 
the elements of ehaaeter whi(^ LaeiUa 
Yc^tman «arìy denloped*-a chaisao- 
ter tfaat waa nata» ttad^ yet of a 
natele ertatie aad étearre. Her isnr 
pnlses sfae ob^ed ^eaitaneoucly, boi 
none &thamed thoiron^. She wae 
net of a quiet «ad mask OKder of mind; 
bai passionai», dangi^ aad lestiaes. 
She woold langh aad weep withoiri» 
l^lplareat cause; ikt coloar on her 
(Àeek aerer seesaed isr twe mimites 
tbesams; aadtJbennatfitfniehaageB 
of an Aprii heavea were iaunutalHlity 
its^ eompared with ibe play aad 
lastoe of ezpression ihat uaduktod 
ia her feataie^ aad her wild, deep, 
doqunt egres. 

Her perMnrescinbledhermÌBd; it 
was beéotifui ; but the beauty stroek 
yon lesa tfìaa the singalarì^ of ita* 
chaiacier. Her ey^s were of a darks 
ness tìiat at night aeemed black ; bot 
her haìr was of the farìghtest aad 
pvrest aoham ; hereoBif>lezÌ0a,soBie« 
times pale, sometisats radiaiit even 
to the flash of a fever, was delicate aad 
clear ; her toeth aod numth were ìoràj 
beyoadaUwoids; her haads and feet 
were snudi toa&uH; andasshegrew 
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up (for we bare forestalled her age in 
ihiB description) ber shape, though 
wantÌQg in heìght, was in auch har- 
monj and proportion, tbat the mind 
of the sculptor would sometinieB escape 
from the absorption of the astrologer, 
and Yolktman wo«ild gaze upon her 
with the same admiration that he 
TTOuld have bestowed, in spite of the 
Bubjecl^ on the goddeM-fonas of 
Phidiafi or Canora. Bui tben, this 
beauty waa accompanied with Booh 
endlesa variety of geature, often ao 
wild, though idways necessarUy grace- 
fui, that the eye ached for that repoee 
requisite for prolonged admiiation. 

When «he was spoken to, sbe did 
not ofben anawer to the purpote, but 
raUier appeared to reply a» to some 
interrogatory of her own ; in the midat 
of one occupation^ ahe would atart np 
to another; leave that, in turn, un- 
dono, and alt down in a nience iasting 
for hours. Her voice, in sÌAging, was 
exquisitely melodious; she had too, 
an intuitive talent for painting ; and 
she read ali the books that carne in 
ber way with an avidity that bespoke 
at once the restlessness and the genius 
of her mind. 

This descrìption of Lucilla must, I 
need scarcely repeat, be considered as 
applicable to her at some years dis- 
tant from the time in which the young 
Engliahman first attracted ber child- 
isb but ardent imagination. To her, 
that face, with its regular and barmo- 
nious features, its golden bair, and 
soft, sby, melancholy aspect, seemed 
as belonging to a higher and brighter 
order of beings tban those wbo, with 
ezaggerated lineaments and swartby 
hues, Burrounded and displeased her. 
She took a strange and thrilling plea- 
Bure in creeping to bis side, and look- 
ing up, when unobserved, at the 
countenance which, in bis absence, 
Bbe loved to imitate with ber pendi 
by day, and to recali in her dreams at 
night. But she seldom spoke to bim, 
and she sbrank, covered with painful 



bluahes, from bis arma, wbenever he 
attempted to bestow o& her those 
caresaea whioh eUldren aro woDt to 
daim as an attention. Once, faoweT>er, 
^e Bummoned eovn^e to aak Um to 
teach her Snglish, and he eomplled. 
She learaed that langoage with nr> 
prising &eility; and as Volktraaii 
loved ita Bowkd Bhe grew &miliar wHh 
ita diffieultiea, by always addreaiéfig 
her &ther in a tongue idiich beeame 
inezpreaaibly dear to her. And the 
young Btranger deligkted to bear that 
soft and melodioua y<»ce, with its 
trembling, Italìan aeeent, make in«Bic 
from the nenrona aad masottline lan- 
guage of hii native land. Soaree ae- 
countably to hisMelf, a oertaia toider 
aad peouUar interest in the fortunea 
of thii BÌagnlar aad bewitehing child 
grew up withia him — ^peeuliar and 
not easily accouaied ibr, in that it 
was not whoUy the interest we feel in 
an engaging <Md, and yet was of no 
more interested nor sinister order. 
Were there truth in the science of the 
Btars, I sbould Bay that they had told 
him her fate was to bave affinity with 
bis ; and with that persuasion, some- 
tbing mysterious, and more tban or^ 
dinarily tender, entered into the affec- 
tion he felt for the daughter of bis 
friend. 

The Engliahman was himself of a 
romantic character. He had been 
self-taugbt ; and bis studies, irregular 
though often deep, had given direc- 
tions to bis intcllectfrequently enthu- 
BÌastic and unsound. His imagination 
preponderated over bis judgment; and 
any pursuit that attracted bis imagina- 
tion won bis entire devotion, until his 
naturai sagacity proved it deceitful. 
If at times, living as he did in that 
daily world which So sbarpens our 
common sense, he smiled at the per- 
severing fervour of the astrologer, he 
more often sbared it ; and be became 
his pupil in " the poetry of beaven," 
with a secret but deep belief in the 
mysteries cultivated by his master 
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Carrying tlie delusion to iU heiglit, 
I fear that the enthusiabts entered 
upon ground stili more ghadowy and 
benighted; — the old secreta of the 
alchjmist, and, perhaps, even of those 
arcana yet more gloomy and lesa 
rational, were subjected to their 
eerious contemplation ; and night 
after night, they delivered themselyes 
wholly up to that fearful and charmed 
fascination which the desire and efibrt 
to overleap our mortai boundaries 
produce even in the hardest and 
best regulated minds. The train of 
thought ào long nnrst by the abstruse 
and solitary Dane, was, perhaps, a 
better apology for the weakness of 
credulity, than the youth and wander- 
ing fancy of the Englishman. But 
the scene around — ^not alluring to the 
one — ^fed to overflowing the romantic 
aspirations of the other. 

On hi9 way home, as the stara 
(which night bad been spent in read- 
ing) began to wink and &de, the 



Englishman crossed the haunted 
Almo, renowned of yore for ita heal- 
ing virtues, and in whose stream the 
far-famed sirmdcuTum (the imago of 
Cybele), which fell from Heaven, was 
wont to be laved with every coming 
spring ; and around bis steps, till he 
gained bis home, were the relics and 
monumenta of that superstition which 
sheds so much beauty over ali that, 
in harsh reasoning, it may be said to 
degrade; so that bis mind, alwa^'s 
peculiarly alive to extemal impres- 
siona, was girt, aa it were, with an 
atmosphere favourable both to the 
lofby speculation and the graceful 
credulities of romance. * 

The Englishman remained at Rome, 
with slight intervals of absence, for 
nearly three years. On the night 
before the day in which he received 
intelligence of an event that recalled 
him to bis native country, he repaired 
at an hour accidentally later than 
usuai to the astrologer*8 abode. 
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Oh entering the apartment, he found 
Lucilla seated on a low Btool beeide 
the astrologer. She looked np when 
Bhe heard Eia footstep ; bat her coun- 
tenance B%dmed so d^ected, that he 
tumed involuntarily to that of Yolkt- 
man for explanation. Yolktman met 
his gaze with a stead&st and moomf al 
aspect. 

" What has happened 1" asked the 
Englishman; ''you seem aad, — ^you 
do not greet me as usuai." 

« I haye been with the stara/ re- 
plied the visionary. 

"They seem bui poor company," 
r^oined the Englishman; "and do 
not appear to have much heightened 
your spirita." 

* Jest not> my friend," said Yolkt- 
man ; " it was for the loss of thee 
that I looked sorrowfuL I perceive 
that thou wilt take a joumey soon, 
and that it will be of no pleasant 
nature." 

"Indeedl" answered the English- 
man, smilingly. " I ask leave to 
question the &ct: you know better 
Àan any man, how often, through an 
error in our caloulations, through 
baste, eyen through an oyer-attention, 
astrological predioUonsareezposed to 
falsification ; and at present I foresee 
so little chance of my quitting Rome, 
that I prefer the earthly probabilities 
to the oelestial." 

" My sohemes are just, and the 
Heayens wrote their decrees in their 
clearest language," answered the astro- 
loger. " Thou art on the eye of quit- 
ting Rome." 

" On what occasioni" 

No. 1 36. 



The astrologer hesitated — the 
young yisitor pressed the question. 

" The lord of the fourth house," 
said Yolktman, reluctantly, ''is lo- 
cated in the eleyenth house. Thou 
knowest to whom the position por- 
tends disaster." 

" My &ther ! " said the Englishman 
anziously, and tuming pale ; '* I think 
that position would relate to him.' 

" It doth," said the astrologer, 
slowly. 

" Impossible ! I heard from him 
to-day; he is well — let me see the 
figures." 

The young man looked oyer the 
mystic hieroglyphics of the art, in- 
scribed on a paper that was placed 
before the yisionary, with deep and 
scrutinising attention. Without be* 
wildering the reader with those worda 
and figures of weird sound and import 
which perplez the uninitiated, and 
entangle the disciple of astrology^ I 
shall merely obsenre that there was 
one point in whioh the judgment 
appeared to admit doubt as to the 
signification. The Englishman in- 
sisted on the doubt; and a yery 
leamed and edifying debate was csx^ 
ried on between pupil and master, 
in the heftt of which ali recollection 
of the point in dispute (as is usuai 
in such cases) eyaporated. 

" I know not how it is," said the 
Englishman, "that I should giye any 
credence to a faith which (craying 
your forgiyeness) most men out <^ 
Bedlam conour, at this day, in con- 
demning aa whoUy idle and absurd. 
For it may be presumed, that meo 
o 6 
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only incline to some nnpopular theory 
in proportion as it flatters or &yoars 
them ; and as for this theory of yours 
— of ours, if you -will — it has foretold 
me nothing but misfortune." 

'* Thy horoscope," replied the astro- 
lager," ìs indeed singular andominous : 
but^ like my daagbter, the ezact mi- 
nate (withinahnost awholehonr)of tliy 
birth seems unknown; and however 
ìngeniouflly we, foUowing the aBcients, 
bave contriyed means for eorreeting 
nativities, onr predictions (so long as 
the ezact period of birth is not ascer- 
tained) remain, in my mind, always 
liable to some nncertainty. Indeed, 
the Borest method of redueing the 
Bupposed time to the tme — ^that of 
'Accidents/ is bnt partially given, as 
in thy case; for, with a negligenoe 
that cannot be too severely bhimed or 
too deeply lamented, thou hast omii- 
ted to mark down, or remember, the 
d^ys on which aceidenta — ferers, 
broken limbs, &c. — occnrred to thee ; 
and this omission leaves a doud oyer 
the bright chapters of fiiAe— " 

"Which," intermpted the yonng 
man, " ìb so mnch the happìer for me, 
in that it allowB me some loophole for 
hope/' 

"Tet," renewed the astrologer, as 
if resolyed to deny bis friend any 
consolation, "thy character, and the 
bias of thy habita as well as the peco- 
liarities of thy person — nay, eyen the 
moles upon thy skin — aecord with 
thy proposed horoscope." 

" Be it so !" said the Englishman, 
gaily. " You grant me, at least, the 
fiùrest of earthly gifto— the hapi»- 
neas of pleasing that sex which alone 
Bweetens onr homaa misfortunes. 
That gifb I would sooner haye, eyen 
accompanìed as it is, than ali the 
benign inflnences, without it." 

" Yet," said the itetrologer, *" shalt 
thou eyen there be met with affliction ; 
fi>r Satum had the power to thwart 
ihe star Yenus, that was disposed to 
&your thce, and eyil may be the re- 



sult of the loye thou inspiresi There 
is one thing remarkable in our science, 
which is especially worthy of notice 
in thy lot. The ancients, unacquainted 
with the star of Herschel, seem also 
scarcely acquainted with the charac- 
ter which the iufluence of that way- 
ward and melancholy orb ereates. 
Thus, the aspect of Herschel neutral- 
ises, in great lùeasure, the boldness, 
and ambitioii, and pride oi hetat, 
thoa wouldst otherwise haye drawn 
ftom the felieltouB configaraiion of 
the stan around the Moon and Mer- 
eoiy at thy birth. That ^eaming for 
something beyond the narrow boonds 
of the world, that loye for rerery, that 
passionate romance, ye% ihj yeiy 
leaning, despite thy worldly senso, to 
these occult and stairy mysterìes ;-^ 
ali tae bestowed on thee by this new 
and potential planet." 

" And hence, I suppose,** said the 
Englishman, interested (as the astro- 
loger had declared) in spite of himsel^ 
" hence that oppoation, in my nature, 
of the. worldly and romantic; hence, 
with you, I am the dreaming enthu- 
siast; bnt the instant I regain the 
liying and motley erowd, I shake off 
the influence with ease, and become 
the gay pnrsuer of social pleasures." 

" Nerer atheartgay,*' mnittered the 
astrologer; " Satum and Herschel 
make not sincere mirth-maken." The 
Englishman did not bear, or seem to 
bear, him. 

"No," resumed the young man, 
musingly, "no 1 it is true that there is 
some eoonteraction of wfaat, at timefl^ 
I should haye caUed my naturai bent 
Thus, I am bold enough, and coyetous 
of knowledge, and not deaf to yaaity ; 
and yet I haye no ambition. The 
desire to rise seems to me wholly 
unalluiing: I seom and contenni it 
as a weiàmess. But what matterà 
it 1 80 much the happier for me if, as 
you predìct, my life be short. Bui 
how, if so unambitious and so quiet 
jof habit, how can I imagine that 
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mj deatb will be violent Mwell as 
piematureV 

li WM as he epoke that the young 
Lucilla» who, with fized eyes and lips 
apart» had been drinking in tkeir 
conTersaUoni Baddexdj rote and left 
the room. They were nsed to ber 
eonùngs in and ber goings out mth- 
out cause or speech, and eontinued 
iheir conTereaiion. 

" Alas 1 " said the Tisionary ; ** can 
tranquillifcy of Ufe, or care, or pra- 
dance, preservo us from our desUny 1 
Ho sign is more deadly, whether by 
aecident or murder, than that which 
«ouples Hyleg with Ononand Satum. 
Yet, thou mayest pass the year in 
which that danger is ford^ld thee; 
and, beyond that timo, peace, honour, 
and good fortune, await thee. Better 
io bave the menace of ili in early lile 
than in its deoti2)e. Touth bears up 
against misfortune; but it withers 
the heart^ and crushes the soul of 
agel" 

" After ali," said the young guest, 
haughtily, "we must do our best to 
contradict the stany eyils by our own 
internai philosophy. We can make 
ourselTes independent of fsAe;. that 
independence is better than prospe- 
zìjty ! '' Then, changing bis tona, he 
added,-— *' But you imagine that» by 
tìte power of other arts, we may con- 
trol and counteiaot the pxopheoies of 
the stara — — " 

"How meaneat thou)'' said the 
aatrologer, hastily. " Thou dost not 
suppose tiiat alehymy, which is the 
servant of the heayenly host, is their 
q^onentV 

''Nay," answered the disciple; 
" but you allow that we may be en- 
abled to ward off evils, and to cure 
diseases, otherwise &tal to us, by the 
gift of Uriel and the charm of the 
Cabalai" 

''Surely," replied the yisionaiy; 
" but then, I opìne that the discoveiy 
of these precious secrets was foretold 
to US by the Omniscient Book at our 



natÌTÌty,* and, therefore, thou|^ the 
menace of eyUs be held out to us, so 
siso is the probability of their corree- 
tion or our eseape. And I must own 
(pursued the enthusiast) that, to me, 
the yery culture of those dinne arto 
hath given a consolation amidst the 
eyils to whieh I bave been fisted; so 
true seema it, that it is not in the 
outer nature, in the great elemento, 
and in the bowels of the earth, bui 
also within oursdyes^ that we maat 
look for the preparations whereby we 
are to achieve the wisdom of Zoroaster 
and Hermes. We must abstract ouf- 
seWes from passion and earthly dt- 
sires. Lapped in a oelestial reyery, 
we must work out, by contcmplation, 
the essence from the matter of things : 
nor can we dart into the soul of the 
Mystic World until we ourselyes bave 
forgotten the body ; and, by òai, by 
purity, and by thou^t^ haye becomt, 
in the flesh itseli^ a liying souL" 

Much more, and with an eqoal 
wildnees of metaphysical eloquence, 
did the astrologar declare in praise of 
those arte eondemned by the ohi 
chureh ; aaà it doth indeed appear, 
from reference to the numerous works 
of the alchymisto and magianH yot 
extant, somewhat hastily and ui\justly. 
For those booka ali unite in dwelUiig 
on the necesaity of yirtue, subdued 
passions, and a clear ifti&d, in order 
ta become a fortunate and aocom- 
pUshed cabalist— a preoept, by the 
way, not without ito poUcy; for, if 
the disciple fiuled, the failure might 
be attributed to bis own fleshy impe^ 
feotions, not to any deficieney ia the 
truth of the science. 

The young man listened to the 
yisionary wi^ an eamest and jbsci- 
nated attention. Independent of the 
dark interest always attached to dis- 
courses of supematural things, more 
especially, we must allow, in the 
mouth of a fenrent and rapt belieyery 
there was that in the language and 
yery person of the astrologer which 
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inexpreasibly enhanced the effect of 
thetbeme. Likemostmenacqnainted 
with the literature of a country, but 
not accufitomed to daily conversation 
with iis natives, the English words 
and fashion of perioda that occarred to 
Yolktman were rather those nsed in 
booka than in colloquy ; and a certain 
solemnity and slowneas of tone, accom- 
panied with the frequenta almost Con- 
stant nse of the pronomi singular — ^the 
thou and the thee, gave a strangeness 
and unfamiliar majesty to bis dialect 
that Boited well with the snbjects on 
which he so loyed tó dwell. Hehixnself 
was lean, gaunt, and wan ; bis cheeks 
were drawn and hoUow; and thin 
locks, prematurely bleached to grey, 
fell in disorder round high, bare 
temples, in which the thought that is 
not of this world had paled the bue 
and fvrowed the sur&cel Bnt, as 
may be noted in many imaginative 
men, the life that seemed faint and 
chili in the rest of the firame, collected 
itself, as in a citadel, within the eye. 
Brìght, wild, and deep, the expression 
of those blue large orbs told the in- 
tense enthusiasm of the mind within ; 
and, even somewhat tbiillingly, com- 
municated a part of that emotion to 
those on whom they dwelt Ko 
painter could bave devised, nor even 
Yolktman himsel^ in the fulness of 
bis northem phanta^, bave sculptured 
forth, a better imago of those pale and 
oneartbly studente who, in the darker 
ages, applied life and leaming to one 
unhallowed vigil, the Hermes or the 
Gebir of the alchymist*s empty sdence 
—dreamers, and the martyrs of their 
dreams. 

In the discussion of mysterìes which 
to detail would only weary, wbile it 
perplezed the reader, the enthusiasts 
passed the greater portion of the 
night ; and when at length the Eng- 
lishman rose to depart, it cannot be 
denied that a solemn and boding 
emotion agitated bis breast. 

" We bave talked," said he, attempt- 



ing a smile, "of things aboye this 
nether life ; and bere we are lost, nn,- 
certiun. On one tbing, however, we 
can decide ; life itself is encompassed 
with gloom; sorrow and anziety 
await eyen those upon whom the 
stars shed their most golden influence. 
We know not one day what the next 
shall bringf — ^no; Irepeatit; no — ^ìn 
spite of your scheme, and your ephe- 
meris, and your election <^ happy 
moments. But, come what wUI^ 
Yolktman, come ali that you foreteU 
to me ; crosses in my lore, disappoint- 
ment in my life, melancholy in my 
blood, and a violent death in the yeiy 
flush of my manhood, — xb at least^ 
xe! my soul, my beart, my better 
part, you shall neyer cast down, nor 
darken, nor deject I moye in a cer- 
tain and serene circle ; ambition can- 
not tempt me aboye it, nor misfortone 
cast me below t " 

Yolktman looked at the speaker 
with surprise and admiration; the 
enthusiasm of a braye mind |s the 
onlyfire broader and brìghter than 
that of a fimatical one. 

"Alasi myyoung friend," be said, 
as he clasped the band of bis guest ; 
" I would to Heayen that my predie- 
tions may be wrong : often and oft«n 
they haye been erroneous," added he, 
bowing his head humbly ; *' they may 
be so in their reference to thee. So 
young, so brilliani^ so beautiful too ; 
so braye, yet so romantic of beart> I 
feel for ali that may bappen to thee 
— ay, far, far more deeply than aught 
which may be &ted to myself ; for 
I am an old man now, and long 
inured to disappointment ; ali the 
greenness of my life is gone : eyen 
could I attain to the Grand Secret, the 
knowledge methinks would be too 
late. And, at mybirth, mylotwas 
portioned out unto me in characters 
so clear, that, wbile I haye had time 
to acquiesce in it, I haye had no hope 
to correct and change it For Jupiter 
in Cancer, remoyed from the Ascen- 
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dant; and noi impedited of any other ' 
star, betokened me indeed some ex- 
periness in science, bui a life of Beclu- 
Bìon, and one that should bring noi 
forth the fruita that its labour de- 
aerved. But there is so much in thy 
fate that ought to be brìght and 
glorious, that it will be no common 
destiny marred, should the eyil in- 
flnences and the ominous seasons pre- 
yail against thee. But thon speakest 
boldly — boldly, and as one of a high 
Boul, thongh it be sometimes clouded 
and led astray. And I, therefore, 
again and agaln impresa upon thee^ it 
is from thine oum self, thine own 
character, thine own habits, that ali 
evi], Bave that of death, will come. 
Wear, then, I implore thee, wear in 
thy memory, as a jewel, the first great 
mazim of alchymist and magian : — 

'SkAKOH TETSELT — CORREOT THY8SLF 

— BUBDUB THT8XLT ;' it ìs only through 
the lamp of ciystal that the light will 
shine duly out." 

''It is more likely that the stara 
should err/' retumed the EngUshman, 
'' tl^ that the human heart should 
correct itself of error : adieu 1 " 

.He left the room, and proceeded 
along a passage that led to the outer 
door. £re he reached it, another 
door opened suddenly, and the face of 
Lucilla broke forth upon him. She 
held a light in her band ; and as she 
gazed on the Englishman, he saw that 
ber face was very pale, and that she 
had been weeping. She looked at 
bim long and eamestly, and the look 
affected him strangely; he broke 
silence, which at firat it appeared to 
him difficult to do. 

"Gk)od night, my pretty friend," 
said he: "shall I bring you some 
flowere to-morrow 1 " 

Lucilla burst into a wild eltritch 
laugh ; and abruptly closing the door, 
loft him in darkness. 

The cool air of the breaking dawn 
came freshly to the check of our 
countryman ; yet, stili, an unpieasant 



and heayy sensation sat at bis heart. 
His nerves, previously weakened by 
bis long commune with the visionary, 
and the effect it had produced, yet 
tingled and thriUed with the abrupt 
laugh and meanlng countenance of 
that strange girl, who differed so 
widely from ali othen of her yean. 
The stara were growing pale and 
ghostly, and there was a moumftil 
and dim haze around the moon. 

"Ye look ominously upon me," 
said he, half aloud, as bis eyes fized 
their gaze above ; and the excitement 
of his spirit spread to his language : 
«ye on whom, if our loro be faithful, 
the MostHigh hath written the lettera 
of our mortai doom. And if ye mie 
the tides of the g^at deep, and the 
changes of the roUing year, what ia 
there out of reason or nature in our 
belief that ye hold the same sym- 
pathetic and unseen influence oTer 
the blood and heart, which are the 
character (and the character màkes 
the conduot) of man ? " Punuing hia 
soliloquy of thought, and finding 
reasons for a credulity that afforded 
to him but little cause for pleasure or 
hope, the Englishman took hisway 
to St. Sebastian's gate. 

There waa, in truth, much in the 
trayeUer's character that corresponded 
with that which was attributed and 
destined to one to whom the heavens 
had giren a horoscope answeringto 
his own ; and it was this conviction, 
rather than any aocidental coincidenee 
in eyents, which had firat led him to 
poro with a deep attention over the 
vain but imposing prophecies of judi- 
cial astrology. Possessed of ali the 
powera thatenable men to rise ; ardent, 
yet ordinarily shrewd ; eloquent, witty, 
brave ; and, though not what may be 
termed versatile, possessing that rare 
art of concentrating the facultiea 
which enables the possessor rapidly 
and thoroughly to master whatsoever 
once arrests the attention, he yet 
despised ali that would bave brought 
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these endowments ìnto fiill and legi- 
timate display. He lived only for 
eDjoyment. A passionate lorer of 
women^ music, lettera, and the arts, 
it was society, not tìie world, which 
made the sphere and end of his exist> 
enee. Yet was he no vnlgar and 
commonpiace epicurean : he lìred for 
ei]joyment ; bnt that enjoyment was 
nudnly formed from elements weari- 
sometomore ordinarynatnres. Bevery, 
contemplation^ loneliness, were at 
times dearer to him than the sofber 
and more Aristippean delights. His 
energies were called forth in society, 
but he was scarcely social. Trained 
firom his early boyhood to solitnde, he 
was seldom weary of being alone. He 
soaght the crowd, not to amuse him- 
self, but to observe others. The 
world to him was less as a theatre on 
which he was to play a part, than as a 
hook in which he iov^ to deci^^er 
the enigmas of wisdom. He observed 
ali that passed aronnd him. No 
sprightly cavalier at any time; the 
charm that he ezercised at will ot^ 
his companions was that <^ sofitness, 
not vivacity. But amidst that ailken 
blandness of demeailoiir, the lynz eye 
of Remark never dept. He pene- 
trated character at a glance, but he 
seldom made nse of his knowledge. 
He found a pleasore in readìngmen, 
bttta&tigneingOTemingthenL And 
thuB, consummately skilled as he was 
in the scienee du monde, he often 
allowed himself to appear ignoraait of 
its practice. Forming in his mind a 
beau idéal of frìendship and of love, 
he never found enough in the realities 



long to engagé his affection. Thua, 
with women he was eonsidered fidtle^ 
and with men he had no intimate 
companionship. l%is trait (€ charac 
ter is common with persons of genius ; 
and, owing to too large an overflow of 
heart, they are frequently eonsidered 
heartless. There is always, howeyer, 
danger that a character of this kind 
should beeome with years what it 
seems ; what it soon leams to despise. 
Kothing steels the affections like con- 
tempt. 

The next moming an express firom 
England reaehed the young trayeller. 
His father was dangerously ili; nor 
was it expected that the utmost dili- 
gence would enable the young man to 
receive his last blessing. TheEnglish- 
man^ appiilled and terror-strìeken, 
recalled his interrìew with the astro* 
loger. Nothing so effeetually dismays 
US, as to feel a confiimation of some 
idea of su|)ematural dread that has 
already found entranoe within our 
reason ; and of ali supematnral belief^ 
that of b^g compelled by a pre- 
decree, and thus being the mere teois 
and puppets of a dark and relentlesa 
&te. seems the moet fraught at once 
with abasement and with horror. 

The Englishman left Rome that 
moming, and sent only a rerbal and 
hastymessage to the astrologer, an- 
nouncing the cause of his departore. 
Yolktman was a man of excellent 
heart : but one would scarcely like to 
inquire, whether exultation at the 
triumph of his prediction was not with 
himafarmorepowerfulsentiment than 
grief at the misfortune to his friend ! 
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went Blowly on, and Lucilla 
up in beauty. The stranger 



TlMB 

grew 

tralts of her character increaaed in 
Btrength, but perhaps in the naturai 
bashfulness of maidenhood fchey be- 
carne more latent. Ai the age of 
fifteen, her elastic shape had grown 
round and full, and the wild girl had 
already ripened to the woman. An 
ezpresaion of thought, when the play 
of her features was in repose, that 
dwelt upon her lip and forehead, gave 
her the appearance of being two or 
three years older than she was ; but 
again, vhen her naturai Tivacity re- 
tumed, — ^when the dear and buoyant 
music of her gay laugh rang out, or 
when the cool air and bright sky of 
moming sent the blood to her check 
and the zephyr to her stop, her fiuse 
became as the face of childhood, and 
contrasted with a aingular and dan- 
gerous loYcliness the rich deyelope- 
ment of her form. 

And stili was Lucilla Volktman a 
stranger to ali that savoured of the 
world ; the company of others of her 
sex and age never drew forth her 
emotions from their resting-place : — 

- And Nature aaid, a lovéU«r flower 
On earth waa ntrtr •own : 

M ]piélf wffl to my dtrltet be 
BothUw and impala» t andwtthaM 

Tha girl, Sn rook and plain, 
In earth and beayen, in giade and bowar, 
Shall feel an orereecdng power 
To ktadla or reiliatn. 

The etani of aldBlgbt ehan be d«r 
To her ; and ihe ihall lean her ear 
In maay a eofiiet plaoe I 



Where rlmlete dance their wayward 

round, 
And heautgr, bom of mormuring ionnd, 
8hall paca into her face." 

WoRDewoini. 

These lines hare occurred to me 
again and again, as I looked on the 
foce of her to whom I bare applied 
them. And, remembering as I do 
its radiance and gloiy in her happier 
moments, I can scarcely persuade my- 
self to notice the faults and heats of 
temper which at times dashed away 
ali its lustre and gladness. Unre- 
strained and fervid, she gave way to. 
the irritation or grlef of the moment 
with a Tiolence tiiat would bave ter- 
rìfied any one who beheld her at such 
times. But it rarely happened that 
the scene had its witness even in her 
father, for she fled to the loneliest 
spot Àe oould find to indulge these 
emotions ; and perhaps even the agony 
they occasioned — an agony convulsing 
the heart and whole of her impas- 
sioned frame— took a sort of luxuiy 
from the ioUtazy and unchecked 
nature of its indulgenoe. 

Yolktman eontinuefl bis pursnita 
with an ardour that increased—as do 
ali species of monomania— with in- 
creasing years ; and in the accidental 
truth of some of his predictions, he 
forgot the erroneous result of the rest 
He correiponded at times with the 
Unglishman, who, after a short so- 
joum in England, had retumed to 
the Continent, and was now making a^ 
prolonged tour through its northem' 
capitala. 

Yery diffbrent, indeed, from the 
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astrologer*B occnpations were those of 
the wanderer ; and timo, dissipation, 
and a xnaturer intellect^ had cnred the 
latter of his boyish tendency to studies 
so idle and so vain. Yet he alwayB 
looked back with an undefined and 
nnconquered interest to the period of 
his acquaintance with the astrologer ; 
to their long and thrilling watches in 
the night season ; to the contagìons 
fervour of faith breathing from the 
Tiaionary; his dark and re&tlesB ex- 
cnrsions into that remote sàence 
associated with the legenda of eldest 
time^ and of 

" The crew, who, under names of old le- 

nown, 
Osiris, Isis, Onifl, and their train, 
With moDstrous àbapes and aorceries, 

abnsed 
Fanatio Egypt and her priesto." 

One night, fonr years after the laat 



npon the Tery stool on which she had 
been seated the last night on which 
the Englishman had seen her. 

'< I bare been thinking/' said Yolkt- 
man, as he placed his band on his 
daughter^B head, " that I shall Boon 
leave thee ; and I Bhould like to see 
thee protected by another before xny 
own departure." 

" Ah, father/' said Lucilla, aB the 
tean rushed to her eyes, ** do not 
talk thns ! indeed, indeed, yon must 
not indulge in this perpetuai gloom 
and sedusion of life. Tou promised 
to take me with you, some day this 
week, to the Yatican. Do let it be 
to-morrow ; the weather haa been so 
line lately ; and who knows how long 
itmaylastr 

* Trae," said Volktman; " and to- 
morrow will not, I think, be nnfavour- 
able to onr stirring abroad, for the 
moon will be of the same age as at my 



scene we bave described in the astro- birth — an accident that thon wilt 
loger's house, Yoiktman was sitting note, my child, to be especially aus- 
alone in his &Tourite room. Before ' picious towards any enterprise." 



himwas a calculation on which the 
ink was scarcely dry. His face leant 
on his breast, and he seemed buried 
in thought. His health had been of 
late gradually declining ; and it might 
be seen upon his wom brow and at- 
tenuated frame,thal death was already 



The poor astrologer so rarely stirred 
from bis home, that he did well to con- 
sider a walk of a mile or two in the 
light of an enterprise. — **l bave wish- 
ed,*' continned he, after a pause, " that 
I might see our English friend once 
more — that is, ere long. For, to teli 



preparing to withdraw the yisionaiy thee the truth, Lucilla, certain eyents 
from a world whose substantial enjoy- ' happening unto him do, strangely 



menta he had so sparingly tasted. 
Lucilla had been banished from his 



enough, occur about the same time, 
as that in which eyents, equally boding. 



chamber during the day. She now will befall thee. This coinddence it 
knew that his occupation was over, was which contributed to make me 
and entered the room with his even- 1 assume so warm an interest in the lot 



ingrepast; that frugai meal, common 
with the Italiana — ^the pcHemia (made 
of Indian com), the bread and the 
fruits, which, after the fashion of 
students, he devoured nnconsciously, 
and would not bave remembered one 
hour after whether or not it had been 
tasted! 

«'Sit thee down, child,''Baid he to 
Lucilla» kindly ; — " sit thee down.** 

LucUhi obeyed, and took her seat 



of a stranger. I would I might aee 
him BOon.*' 

Lucilla*s beautiful breast heared, 
and her fÌBuse was covered with blushes : 
these were le^ymptoms of a disorder 
that neveroccurred to the recluse. 

" Thou rememberest the foreignerV* 
asked Yoiktman, after a pause. 

"Yes,** said LacUla> half inau- 
dibly. 

" I bave not heard from him of 
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late : I will make quesiion oonoem- 
ing him ere ihe oock crow." 

«'Nay, mj &therr aaid Luoilla, 
quickly: "not to-night: you want 
rest, your eyes are hea^y." 

" Girl/' said the mystic, " the bouI 
•leepeth not> nor wanteth aleep : eren 
aB the Btars, to which (as the Arabian 
aaith) there is also a soni, wherewith 
an intent pasàon of our own doth 
make an union — so that we, by an 
nnslambering diligence, do oonstitnte 
oarselyes a part of the heaven itself ! 
— even, I aay, as the stara may yaniah 
from the human eye, nor be seen in 
the common day — though ali the 
while their ooorse is stopped not, nor 
their Yoices dumb — even so doth the 
soul of man retire, as it were, into a 
Beeming Bleep and torpor, yet it 
worketh ali àie same— and perhapa 
with a lesa impeded power, in that it 
la more free from common obatrac- 
tion and trivial hinderance. And if I 
purpose to confer this night with 
the 'Intelligence* that raleth earth 
and earth'a beings, conoeming thia 
Btranger, it will not be by the yìgil 
and the acheme, but by the very aleep 
which thou imaginest, in thy menta! 
darkneaa, would deprive me of the 
reaourcea of my art." 

" Can you really, then, my father/' 
aaid Lucilla, in a tone half anxioua, 
half timid, — ** can you really, at wUl, 
oosjure up in your dreama the peraons 
you wiah to see ; or draw, from aleep, 
any oracle oonceming Uxeir preaent 
BtoteV ' 

'* Of a surety," answered the aatro- 
loger ; " it ia one of the great — ^though 
not perchance the moat gifted—- of our 
e&dowmentB." 

" Can you teach me the method 1 ** 
aaked Lucilla, gravely. 

<' AH that reUtes to the art I can," 
Kjoined the myatic : " but the chief 
and main power reata with thyaelf. 
For know, my daughter, that one who 
Beeka the wiadom that ia aboTe the 
earth^ muBt cultiTate and ezcite^ with 



long labour and deep thought, hia 
leaat earthly &culty." 

Here the yiaionary, obaerying thAt 
the countenance of Lucilla was atamped 
with a fized attention, which ahe did 
not often beatowupon hia metaphy- 
deal exordiuma, pauaed for a moment; 
and then pursued the theme with the 
tone of one deairoua of making him- 
aelf at once aa dear and impreasire aa 
the nature of an abatruae acience 
would allow. 

« There are two thinga in the outer 
creation, which, according to the great 
Hermea, auffice for the operatlon of 
ali that ia wonderful and glorìoua— 
Fire and Earth. Even ao, my child, 
there are in the human mind two 
powera that affect ali of which our 
nature ia capable — biabov and xmaoi- 
VATION. Nowmankind — ^leaawiae in 
themaelrea than in the outer world — 
haye cultivated, for the moat part, 
but one of these facultiea ; and that, 
the inferior and more paaBive, kbason. 
They haye tilled the earth of the hu- 
man heart, but auffered ita Jire to 
remain dormant, or waate itaelf in 
chanceandfriyolouadirectiona. Hence 
the inaufficlency of human knowledge. 
Inyentiona founded only on reaaon 
moye within a circje from which their 
eacape is momentaiy and triyial. When 
acme few, endowed with a juater in- 
atinct, haye had recourae to the diyiner 
element, ixAaivAiioN, thou wilt ob- 
aenre, that they haye uaed it only in 
the aeryice of the lighter arta, and 
thoBO chiefly diaconnected from bia- 
BOH. Such la poetry, and muaic, and 
other delicioua fobricationa of geniua, 
that amuae men, aofben men, but 
advaìiee them not They haye — ^with 
but rare exceptiona— left thia gloiioua 
and winged &culty utterly paaaiye in 
the aeryice of Philoaophy. There, 
UABOH alone haa been admitted, and 
iiiAoiHATioir hath been carefully bi^ 
niahed, aa an erratic and deceitfbl 
meteor. New mark me, child: ìf 
notingthiBonr error in early youth» 
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did reaolye io Bee what might be 
efiècted by the colture of this re- 
nonnced and maltreated element; 
and finding, as I proceeded in the 
stndieB that grew from thig desire, by 
the occult yet gnidlng wrìtings of the 
grreat phìlosophers of old — ^that they 
had forestalled n^e in this diaoovery, 
I resolved to leam, from their expe- 
lience, by what means the ìmagìna- 
tion is beat fostered, and, as it were, 
Bnbllmed. 

^ Anzioufily followìng their precepts 
— ^the trath of vliich soon appeared — 
— I fonnd that tolitude, fast, intense 
reveiy upon the one theme on which 
we desired knowledge, were the ime 
elemenis and porifiers of this gloiions 
&culty. It was by these means, and 
by this power, that men so &r behind 
US in lesser lore, adiieved, on the 
mooned plains of Ghaldea aad by the 
dark waters of Egypt, their penetra- 
tion into the iromb of Erent; — by 
these means, and this power, the 
Bolitarìes of tiie Gothic iime not only 
attuned to the most intricate arcana 
of the stara, but to the empire of the 
splrits about, above, and beneath the 
earth : a power, indeed, disputed by 
the presnmptnons sophists of the pre- 
aent timo, but of which their writings 
yet contain ampie proof. Kay, by the 
Constant feedìng, imd impressing, and 
moulding, and refinìng, and heighien- 
ing, the imaginative power, I do eon- 
oeiye that even the fiUse prophets and 
the evil practitionerB of the blacker 
cabala domb unto the power seem- 
ingly inconceivable — the power of 
aocompliahing mirades and prodigies, 
that to appearance belie, bnt in tmth 
venfy, the conrse of nature. By this 
spirìt within the fiesh, we grow frorta 
the flesh, and may see, and at length 
invoke the sonls, of the dead, and 
reoeiye waminga, and bear omens, 
and girdle our aleq> wìth dreams. 

** Noi unto me,^ continned the 
cabalisi^ in a lowliar ione, "haTe 
been vouchsafed ali these gifks ; for I 



began the artwhen the first fire of 
youth was dim within me ; and it was 
therefore with duUw and already 
earth-dogged pinions that I sooght 
to rìse. Something, however, I bave 
won as a recompense for austere ab- 
stinence and much labour ; and this 
power over the land of dreams is at 
least within my command.'' 

"Then," said Lucilla, in a disap- 
pointed tone, ''it is only bya long 
course of indulgence to the ferrour 
of the imagination, aad not by speli 
or ch&rm, that one can gain a similar 
power!" 

" 19'ot wholly so, my danghter," 
replied the mystic ; " they who do so 
ezcite, and bave so raised the diviner 
fiiculty, can alone possess the certavn 
and invariaJble power orer dreams, 
cren without channs and talìsniaiiB : 
but the most dnll or idle may hope 
to do so with just confid^iee (though 
not certainiy) by help of skill, and by 
directing the fnU force of their half- 
ronsed ftacy towards the person or 
object they wish to Me reflected in tìie 
glassofSleep." 

" And what means should the ua- 
initiated employf" asked Lucilla, in 
a tone betokening ber interest. 

" I will teli thee/' answered the 
astrologer. ** Thou must inscribe on 
a white paichnient an imago of the 
san." 

** As how r*-interrupted Lncilhk 

"Thus r said the astrologer, draw- 
ing from among his papera one in- 
scrìbed with the figure of aman aslee^ 
on the boBom of an angeL " This ih» 
made at the poteiktial and appointad 
timo, whea the snn wis in the Kinth 
of the Celestial Houses, and the Lioa 
shook his brighi maae as he aseenddd 
the blue mouni. Obienre, that onthe 
figure must be wrìttan thy deaire—- 
the name of the perBoa thou wisheii 
to see, or the tfamg thou wouldst bave 
foreshown : then, having preparedaad 
brougfai the mind to a frùUi in the 
efiec^^-lòr^ without ftith^ the imagi> 
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nation liea inert and lifeless — this 
imago will be placed under the head 
of the inyoker, and when the moon 
goeth through the sign which was in 
the Kinth House of his nativity^ the 
Dream will glide into him, and bis soul 
walk with the Bpirit of the vision." 

" Givo me the image/' said Lucilla, 
eagerly. 

The mystic heùtated^ — ''No, Lu- 
cilla/' said he, at length ; " no, it is a 
dark and comfortless path, that of 
prescience and unearthly knowledge, 
saye to the few that walk it with a 
gifted light .and a fearleas soul. It is 
not for women or children— nay, for 
few amonst men : it withers up the 
sap of life, and makes the hair grey 
before its time. Ko, no; take the 
broad sunshine, and the brief but 
Bweet flowers of earth ; they are better 
for thee, my child, and for thy years, 
than the fever and hope of the night- 
dream, and the planetaiy influence." 

So saying, the astrologer replaced 
the image withintbaleavea of oneof his 
books ; and with a prudenee noi com- 
mon to him, thrust the Tohune into a 
drawer, whieh he looked. The &ir 
* &ce of Lucilla became clonded, but 
the ili health of her father impoied a 
reatraint on her wild temper. 

Just at that moment the door 
slowly opened, and the Englishman 
stood before the daughter and sire. 
They did not note him at uni. The 
aolitary senrant of tho sage had ad- 
mitted him ; he had proceeded, with- 
out oeremony, to thewell-remembered 
apartmenL 

Ab he now stood gaiing on the pair, 
he observed, with an i&ward «mile, 
how ezaotly theirpresentattitttdes (as 
well as the old aspect of the «cene) 
xeaembled thoae in which he had 
broken upon them on the kat «veoing 



he had visited that chamber; the 
father bending over the old, wom, 
quaint table ; and the daughter seated 
beside him on the same low stool. 
The character of their countenances 
struck him, too, as wearing the same 
ominous ezpression as when those 
countenances had chilled him on that 
evening. For Yolktman's features 
were impreised with the sadness that 
breathed from, and caused, his prohi- 
bltion to hi8 daughter ; and that prò* 
hibition had giyen to her features an 
abstractioa and shadow, similar to 
the dejection th^ had wom on the 
night we recur to. 

This remembered coincidence did 
not cheer the spirits of the young 
trayeller; he muttered to himself; 
and then, as if anzious to break the 
iilence, moved forward with a heayy 
step. 

Yolktman atarted at the sound ; and 
looking up, seemed literally electrified 
by this sndden apparition of one whom 
he had so latdy ezpresaed his desire to 
see. His lipa muttered the intruderla 
name, one well known to the reader 
(it waa the name of Oodolphin) and 
then eloaed ; but Lucilla sprang from 
her seat, and, clasping her hands joy- 
ously ti^^ther, darted forward till she 
come wìUiin a foot of the unezpeeted 
visitor. There, ahe abruptly arrested 
hersdf, blnshed deeply; and stood 
b^ore him, humbled, agitated, bui ali 
vivid with delight 

"What» ìa thia LueUlaV said Go- 
dolphin, admiringly : ** how beautiful 
she la grownl" and advancing, he 
saluted, with a light and fratemal kiss, 
her girlish and damask check : then, 
withont heeding her confuaion, he 
tumed to the astrologer, who by this 
time had a little recovered fìrom his 
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THX EFFEOT OF TEARS AND SXPXRIEVCE. — ^THS ITALIAK OBABACTXB. 



GoDOLPHiN now carne almost daily 
to the astrologer'a abdde. He was 
Bhocked to perceive the physical altera- 
tion four years had wrought in hÌB 
singular friend ; and, with the warmth 
of a heart naturallj kind, he songht 
to contrìbnte to the comfort and en- 
jojment of a life that was evidently 
drawing to a dose. 

Qodolphin's company seemed to 
gire Yolktman a pleasure which no- 
thing else could afibrd him. He loved 
to converse on the yarìous incidents 
that had occnrred to each since they 
met; and, in whatsoever Godolphin 
communicated to him, the mystic 
Bought to impress upon his friend's 
attention the fulfilment of an astro- 
logica! prediction. 

Godolphin, thongh no longer im- 
pressed with a belief in the visionar/s 
Bcience, did not affect to combat his 
assertions. He had not, in his pro- 
gress through life, found much to 
shake his habitnal indolence in ordi- 
nary afiairs ; and it was no easy matter 
to proYoke one of his quiet temper 
and self-indulging wisdom into conver- 
sational dispute. Besides, who argues 
with fimaticism 1 

Since the yonng idealist had left 
England, the elements of his character 
had been slowly performing the ordi- 
nation of timo, and working their due 
change in its general aspect. The 
warm fountains of yonth flowed not 
80 freely as before : the selfishness 
that always comes, sooner or kter, to 
Bolitaiy men of the worid, had gradn- 
ally mingled itself with ali the chan- 
nels of his heart. The brooding and 
thoQghtftd disposition of his fiMsnlties 



having tumed, from romance to what 
he deemed philosophy, that which 
once was enthusiasm had hardened 
into wisdom. He neither hated men, 
nor loved them with a sanguine phil- 
anthropy ; he viewed thejn with cool 
and disceming eyes. He did not 
think it within the power of govem- 
ments to make the mass, in any 
countiy, much happier or more èle- 
vated than they are. Bepublics, he 
was wont to say, fiiroured ariatocratic 
yirtuea^ and despotisms extinguished 
them : but, whether in a monarchy or 
republic, the hewers of wood and the 
drawers of water, the multiiyde, stili 
remained intrinsically the same. 

This theory heightened his indiffer- 
enee to ambition. The watchwords 
of party appeared to him rìdicnlous ; 
and politics in general — ^what a great 
moralist termed one question in par- 
ticular — a shuttlecock kept up by the 
contention of noisy children. His 
mind thus rested as to ali public 
matterà in a state of quietnde, and 
covered orer with the mantle of a most 
false, a most perilous philosophy. His 
appetltesto pleasure had grown some- 
what duUed by experience, but he was 
as yet neither sated nor discontented. 
One feeling at his breast stili remained 
scarcely diminished of its effect, when 
the string was touched — ^his tender 
remembrance of Oonstance ; and this 
had preyented any subsequent but mo- 
mentaiy attachment deepening into 
loye. ThuR, at the age of seren-and- 
twenty, Percy Godolphin reappears on 
our stage. 

There was a great deal in the Italian 
character that our trareller liked : its 
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loye of ease, reduoed into a ayatem ; 
ita courtesy; ita conient with the 
world aa it ìb; ita inorai apathy as 
regards ali that agitatea life, save one 
paBBion — and the uniyenaltendemesBy 
ardour, and delicacy which, in that 
pasaion, it ennobles itself in display- 
ing. The commoneat peasant of Rome 
or Naples, though not perhapa in the 
freer land of Tuscany, can comprehend 
ali the romance and mystery of the 
moat snbtle Bpeciea of love ; ali that 
it requires, in England, the idle habita 
of aristocracy, or the sensitive fibre of 
genius, even to oonceive. And what 
ìb yet stranger, the wom-out de- 
bauchee, sago with an experìence and 
variety of licentiousnesa, which come 
not within the oompasa of a northem 
profligacy, remainB alive to the earliest 
and most innocent sentimenta of the 
passion. And if Platoniam in ita 
coldest purity exist on earth, it 
is among the Aretina of southern 
Italy. 



Thia unworldly refinement, amidat 
so much worldly callousneBs, waa a 
peculiarity that affòrded perpetuai 
amusement to the nioe eye and subUe 
judgment of Godolphin. He loved 
not to note the common dementa of 
character : whateyer waa moat abstract 
and difficult to analyse, pleased him 
most. He mixed Ùien much with 
the Romana, and waa a &Y0uzite 
amongst them ; but, during hia pre<* 
sent Tiait to the Immortai City, he 
did not, how distantly soever, asso- 
ciate with the English. Hia carelesa- 
nesa of show, and the independence 
of a single man from burdensome 
connezions, rendered hia inoome fiilly 
competent to hia wants; but, like 
many proud men, he waa not willing 
to make it seem, even to himself, aa a 
comparative ppverty, beaide the laviah 
ezpenaes of his ostentatious country- 
men. Travel, moreover, had augp> 
mented those storesof reflection whidi 
rob Bolitude of ennuù 
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KAGiagnsH. — ETTUFATET. — THB BBTITBN Of bibhuts vo slimxhts. 



Da1£t did the health of Yolktmaa 
dedine; Lneilla was the only one 
ignorant of hìB danger. She had 
never seen the graduai approadies of 
death : ber mother's abnipt and lapìd 
illneas made the whole of her expe- 
rienee <^ diseaae. Phyricians and 
dark roomewere neeesBarily conpled 
in her xnind irith ali grader maladies; 
and 88 the astrologer, wrapt in his 
caleulations, altered not any of his 
hfl^itB, md was insen^ble to pain, ahe 
fondly attrìbnted his occasionai eom- 
plaints to the melaneholy induced 
bj seclnsion. With sedentaiy men, 
diseases being often those conneeted 
with the organisation of the heart, do 
not unusually terminate suddenly : it 
was so with Yolktman. 

One day he was alone with Gk>dol- 
phin, and their conversation tumed 
npon one of the doctrines of the old 
Magnetism, a doctrine which^depend- 
ing as it does so much npon a seeming 
reference to ezperience, suryived the 
rest of its associatesi and is stili not 
wholly out of reputo among the wild 
imaginations of Qermany. 

" One of the most remarkable and 
abstruse points in what students cali 
metaphysics/' said Yolktman^ "ìaayTn- 
patky ; the first principio, according 
to Bome, of ali human virtue. It is 
this, say they, which makes men just, 
humane, charìtable. When one who 
has never heard of the duty of assist- 
ing his neighbour, sees another 
drowning, he plunges into the water 
and saves him. Whyl because invo- 
luntarily, and at once, his imagination 
places himself in the situation of the 
stranger : the pain ?ie would ezperience 



in the wateiy death glaace» acroas 
him : from thìs pain he hastens, with- 
out analysing ita caiua, to delìver 
himself. 

" Humaoity is thns tanght him by 
sympathy : where is this GTmpathy 
placedi— in the nerres: the nervei 
are ike eommuiycants witìi oittwani 
nature; the more delicate the nerrea^ 
the fióer the q^mpathie»; henee^ 
women and children are more alive to 
sympathy thaaraen. WeU^markme: 
do not làese nenres bave attraetioii 
and sympaU^ — ^net only with hnnuua 
Buffering, but with the powen of 
what is £Etlsely termed inaTìimiite 
nature ! Do not the winds, the infin- 
ences of the weather and the seasons, 
act confessedly upon theml and if 
one part of nature, why not another, 
inseparably conneeted too with that 
porti If the weather and seasons 
bave sympathy with the nerres, why 
not the moon and the stare, by which 
the weather and the seasons are influ- 
enced and changed? Ye of the 
schools may àllow that sympathy ori- 
ginates some of our actions ; I say it 
govems the whole world — ^the whole 
creationl Before the child is bom, 
it is this secret affinity which can 
mark and stamp him with the witness 
of his mother's terror or his mother^s 
desire." 

« Yet,** said Godolphin, «you would 
scarcely in your zeal for sympathy, 
advocate the same cause as Edricius 
Mohynnus, who cured wounds by a 
powder, not applied to the wound, but 
to the towel thikt had been dipped in 
its bloodV' 

" No," answered Yolktman : "it is 
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theee qnacksand pretonden that have 
VTonged ali scienoei» by clamouring 
for false doductioas. Bui I do believe 
of Bympathy, that it has a power io 
tranaport oanelveB out of the body 
and rounite uà irilh the àbsent. 
Hence, trances and rapturee» in which 
the patient, bemg sinoeie, will teli 
thee, in grave eameetnesB, and vith 
minute detail, of ali that he aaw, and 
heard, and enoountered, -alar off, in 
other parta of the earth, or even above 
the earth. Ab thou knowest the ac- 
credited story of the youth^ who, being 
tranaported witharehementand long- 
nursed desire to see bis mother, did, 
through that same desire, become as 
it were rapt, and beheld ber, being at 
the distance of many milea, and gir- 
ing and ezchanging signB of their real 
and bodily conferenee." 

Ooddphin tumed aaide to conceal 
an involuntary smile at this grave 
affirmation ; but the mystic, perhaps 
perceiving it, continued yet more 
eagerly :— 

" Nay, I myself, at timoB, bave ex- 
perìenced such trance, if trance it be ; 
and bave conversed with them who 
bave passed from the outward earth — 
irith my father and my wife. And," 
continued he, after a moment's pause, 
" I do believe that we may, by means 
of this power of attraction — ^tlùs de- 
mentary and ali-penetrative qrmpathy, 
pass away, in our last moments, at 
once into the bosom of those we love. 
For, by the intent and rapt longing 
to behold the Blest and to be amongst 
them, we may be drawn insensibly 
into their presence, and the hour 
being come, when the afl^ity between 
the spirit and the body shfdl be dis- 
Bolved, the mind and desire, being so 
drawn upward, can return to earth no 
more. And this sympathy, refìned 
and extended, will make, I imagine, 
our powers, our very being, in a future 
state. Our sympathy being only, then, 
with what is immortai, we shall par- 
take necessarily of that nature which 



attracis us ; and the body no longer 
clogging the intenBeness of onr de- 
sires, we shall be able by a wish to 
transport ourselves wheresoever w« 
please»-^Fom star to star, from glory 
to glory, charioted and winged by onr 
wiahes." 

Qodolphui did not repIy,forhe was 
Btruck with the growing paleneas of 
the mystic, and with a dreaming and 
intent fixednesB that aeemed creeping 
over bis eyes, which were usnally 
bright and restlesB. The day was now 
fast deelining. Lucilla entered the 
room, and came caresBingly to ber 
&thex^B side. 

" Is the evoning warm, my ehild T 
said the astrologer. 

" Very mild and warm," answered 
Lucilla. 

" Oive me your arm,then," said he; 
" I will Bit a UtUe while without the 
threshold." 

The Bomans live in flats, as at 
Edinburgh, and with a common stair. 
y olktman's abode was in the secondo 
piano. He descended the stairs with 
a step lighter than it had been of late ; 
and sinking into a seat without the 
house, seemed silently and gratefully 
to inhale the* soft and purple air of 
an Italian sunset. 

By and by the sun had entirely 
vanished: and that most brief but 
most delicious twilight, common to the 
clime, had succeeded. Yeil-like and 
soft, the mist that floats at that hour 
between earth and heaven, lent ita 
transparent shadow to the scene 
around them : it seemed to tremble 
as for a moment, and then was gone. 
The moon arose, and cast its light 
over Yolktman's eamest countenance, 
— over the rich bloom and watchful 
eye of Lucilla,— over the contempla- 
tive brow and motionless figure of 
Qodolphin. It was a group of inde- 
finable interest: the Earth was so 
stili, that the visionary might well 
have fancied it had hushed itself, to 
drink within itsquiet heart thevoices 
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of that Heaven in whose oracles he 
believed. Kot one of the groap spoke^ 
— ^the asirologer's mind and gaze were 
riveted above; and neither of his 
companions wished to break the me- 
ditations of the old and dreaming 
man. 

Qodolphin, with folded arma and 
downcast eyes, was pursuing bis own 
thoughts ; and Lucilla, towhom Godol- 
phin'B presence was a snbtle and snb- 
doing intoxication, looked indeed 
npward to the soft and tender hea- 
vens, but with the soni of th^ loTing 
daughter of earth. 

Slowly, nor marked bj bis com- 
panions, the gaze of the mystic 
deepened and deepened in its fized- 
ness. 

The minates went on; and the 
evening waned, till a chili breeze, 
floating down from the Latian Hills, 
recalled Lncilla's sttention to ber 



&ther. She corered him tenderij 
with ber own mantle, and whispered 
gently in bis ear ber admonition to 
sbon the coldneas of the comìng night. 
He did not answer; and on raisin^ 
ber voice a little higher, with the 
same result, she looked appealingly 
to GkMÌolphin. He laid bis band on 
Yolktman's sboulder; and, bendìng^ 
forward to address him, was stmck 
dimib by the glazed and fized expres- 
sion of the mystic's eyes. The cer- 
tainty flashed aerosa him ; he bastily 
felt Yolktman's pnlse — it was stilL 
There was no doubt left on bis mind ; 
and yet the daughter, looking at him 
ali Ùie while, did not even dream of 
tbis Budden and awfol stroke. In 
silence, and nnconscionsly, the strange 
and Bolitary spìrit of the mystic bad 
passed from its home — ^in what exact 
instant of time, or by what last con* 
test of nature, was not known. 
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CHAPTER XXXI. 

A 0OB5S. — LUOILLÀ*S STRANGH OOVDUOT. — GOBOLPHIN PASSKS TnROiraH ▲ SITIU 
ORDEAL. — EOXRIA*S QROTTO, AND WHAT THXRB EAPPKKS. 



Lht m% pass over Godolphin's most 
painful task. What Lncilla's feelings 
were, the reader may imagine; and 
yet, her wayward and unanalysed 
temper xnocked at once imagination 
and expresaion to depict ita sùdOferìngs 
oritsjoys. 

The brother of Yolktman's vife 
was seni for : he and his wife took 
pOBsession of the abode of death. This, 
if poBsible, heightened Lucìlla*B an- 
guiah. The apathetic and Tain cha- 
racter of the middle chisses in Rome, 
vhich her relations ahared, atang her 
heart by contraating ita own deaolate 
abandonment to grief. Above ali, ahe 
waa revolted by the unnatural cere- 
moniea of a Roman funenJ. The 
corpae ezpoaed — ^the cheeka painted 
^the paraiding proceaaion, ali ahocked 
the delicacy of her real and reckleaa 
afliiction. But when thia waa over — 
when the lite of death waa done, and 
when, in the honae wherein her aire 
had preaided, and ahe heraelf had 
been lefb to a liberty wholly nnr*- 
stricted, ahe aaw atrangera (for auch 
comparatively her relativéa were to 
her) aettling themaelvea down, with 
▼acant countenancea and light worda, 
to the common occnpationa of life, — 
when ahe aaw them move, alter, (nay, 
talk calmly, and aometimea with jeata, 
of aelling,) thoae little honaehold 
artldea of fhmiture which, homely 
and wom aa they were, were hallowed 
to her by a thouaand dear, and in- 
fantine, and fìlial recoUectiona ; — 
when, too, ahe found heraelf treated 
aa a ohild, and, in aome meaanre, aa a 
dependant,— -when ahe, the wild, the 
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free, aaw heraelf aubjected to reairaint 
— nay, heard the commoneat actions 
of her life chidden and reproved, — 
when ahe aaw the trite and mean 
natnrea which thua preaumed to lord 
it over her, and aaaume empire in 
the houae of one, of whoae wild and 
lofby, thongh erring apeculationa — of 
whoae generoua though abstract eie- 
menta of character, ahe could compre- 
hend enough to reapect, while what 
ahe did not comprehend heightened 
the reapect into awe ; — then, the more 
yehement and indignant paaaiona of 
her mind broke forth ! her flaahing 
eye, her acomfùl geatnre, her mya- 
terioua threat, and her open defiance, 
aatoniahed alwaya, aometimea amused, 
but more often terrified, the apathetic 
and anperatitiouB Italiana. 

Qodolphin, mored by intereat and 
pity for the danghter of hia friend, 
called once or twice after the funeral 
at the houae ; and eommended, with 
promiaea and gifla, the deaolate girl 
to the tendemeaa and commiaeration 
of her relationa. There ia nothing an 
Italian will not promiae, nothing he 
will not aell; and Qodolphin thua 
purchaaed, in reality, a forbearance to 
Lucilla'a atrange temper, (aa it was 
conaidered,) which otherwiae, aa* 
auredly, would not bare been dis- 
played. 

More than a month had elapaed 
aince the aatrologer'a deeease; and, 
the aeaaon of the maiaria yei^ug to 
ita commencement, Qodolphin medi- 
tated a removal toNaplea. He atrolled, 
two daya prior to his departare, to 
the houae on the Appia Yia, in order 
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to take leave of Lncilla, and bequeath 
to ber relations hia parting injunc- 
tions. 

It was a strange and harsh face that 
peered forth on him through the iron 
grating of the door before he obtained 
admittance ; and when he entered, he 
heard the sound of yoices in loud 
altercation. Ajnong the rest, the 
naturally dnlcet and siWer tones of 
Lucilla were strained beyond their 
wonted key, a<id breathed the aecents 
of passion and diadain. 

He entered the room whence the 
BonndB of dispute proceeded ; and the 
first face that presented itself to him 
WEU9 that of Lucilla. It was flushed 
irith anger ; the veins in tJhe smooth 
forehead were swelled; the ^ort lip 
breathed beautiful oonteropt. She 
Btood at B<»ne little distanee from the 
rest of the inmates of Uia ipom, who 
were seated; and her pesture was 
erect and evea atately, thoug^ i» 
wrath: her arma were fòlded upon 
her bosom, and the oomposed exoite^ 
ment 0(f her figure eoiUraated with 
the play, and fie^ and eobeiigy of h«r 
features. 

At Godolphìxk'B appeanmee, a indr 
den silence feli upou the ooneUye; 
the unde and the aunt (the latter of 
whom had seened the noisiest) sub- 
sided iato apologeitie respect to the 
neh . (he was rich to them) yoiuig 
ISlnglishman ; and Lucilla sank into a 
Beat, coyered her face with her smaU 
and beautiful hands, and' — ^humbled 
from her anger and her yehemence — 
burst into tears. 

"And whofc is thisr' aaid QodoI^ 
phin, pityingly. 

The Italiana hastened to inforxn 
bim. Lucilla had chosen to absent 
berself from home eyeiy eyeniag ; she 
Kad been seen, the last nighi^ on the 
Corso^— ^crowded as that Street wa» 
with the youngv ^^^ profligate, and 
the idle. 'Ehey could not bui reproye 
''the dear girl" for thìs indiaeretion, 
(ItalianSy indifferent aa to the conduct 



of the married, are generally attentiye 
to that of their single, women ;) and 
she announced her resolution to per- 
seyere in it. 

" Is this trae, my pupil 1" said Go- 
dolphìn, turning to Lucilla : the poor 
girl sobbed on, but returned no 
answer. 

"Leaye me to reprimand and ad- 
monish ber/' said he to the aunt and 
uncle; and tbey, withost ai^iearìng 
to notìee the incongmity of repiimand ^*i 
in the moath of a man of aeyen-and- il 
tveaty to a gid ol filtee^, ohattereii ' 
fsMrth. a Babel of coDciUatìAD^ and loft , 
th» apBirtment. 

Godolphin, young as he might b% 
was not unfiited for bis task. There 
was a great deal of quiet digniby mi9- 
gled with the kÌBdness of kismaanor ; 
and bis affection for LnciUa had 
hitherto beat so pare, that he fidt no 
emAMrmssHMBt inaddreasiiig her as a 
brothcv. He ap^xneìied the corner of 
the roMU inwMch slMsat; he drewa 
oltoir Bear to her; and took her 
relucta&t and trembling band witli a 
gestleness^hat made her weep wi^ a 
yet wiider y«faenwiiee. 

"My dear LarìUa," said ho, ''yoa 
kn0W yonr faitber hónousd me with 
bis i«gard : lei ne prasame* on that 
regard, and on my long acqnaàntaiioe 
with youiaalf, to address you asyonr 
finend— -as yoar brothAr!" Lucilla 
drew away her band ; but again, as if 
asktamed of ths ìmpalae, extended it 
towardslùm. 

" YoQ cannot kaow the world as I 
do, dear LuoHa»" eontìnnod Qodolr 
phia; <^foioi!peHeii«oi&itsafiair8Ìs 
bought at scmift little expmae, whieh 
I pray that it may neyer cost you. In 
ali eou&trie% LucìU% an unmarried 
female is expesed to dangom whish, 
withoui aajr actoal fikuit ef her own, 
may embitAer heer future Ufa One of 
the gnatest ef these dangers lies in 
deviating &om eastom. With tho 
woman ubo does this, every man 
thinks himself e&tiiled to giw hia 
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ibMglitiN-4i8 words — nxf, even his 
aetioni, a lioense whioh you caiuiot 
bui éread io inear. Yonr uncle and 
Miat, ih»Teknn, dorigktioadviaeyour 
noi gémg alone, io t!he public atneta 
of Roma more eapeoìally, «Kcept in 
the broad dayiighi ; asd thou^ ibeir 
advioe be irkaomaly inirudied, and 
nn^raoefuUy coached, it is good in iis 
prinoiple, and — ^jes, deareat Lucilla» 
e^en necesaary fbr you io follow." 

"Bai/' said Lucilla, ibroagb ber 
tears, ** you eannoi guesa wbat intuita, 
whifi «akindness, I hafre been foreed 
io flubmit io from ihem. I, who nerer 
knew, till now, wbai infiali and nn« 
kindncaB were 1 I, wào—^^" beve Bobe 
dieeked ber utterance^ 

" Bnt be!w> my ymmg and Uu 
friend, how can yen mend their ntan- 
nen by dmÉroying their eateem for 
yenl Respeet yourself, Lucilla» ìf 
you wiib others to lespect you. Bu^ 
perhape,*'-~and anek a thooghi for 
tbe fini timo flaehedaceees Godolpbin 
— "perkaps you did noi fieek the 
OoTBo ft»r the erowd, bui for otte; 
pevhaps you mot ìÌmo to meei^ 
dam I gneae tbe ftott-HUi. admiver^ a 
lover/* 

"Nowyotti&iaiÌ2Be!" odedLueiUa, 
angnly. 

^'i Uiank yott for yeur anger; I 
aocept it aa a contnidieiiQn,'' saiil 
Godolpbin. '<But listen yei awbile, 
and f(M:gi^ fvankneu. If theie be 
any one, among tbe tbrong of Italian 
youtbs, whom you bore seen, and 
oould be happy with ; one who loves 
yen, and whom you do noi baie ;-» 
rememfaer tbai I am yonr iaihei^ 
friend; tbai I am rlck; tbai I 
can » 

"Crael, croett" intermpted Lu- 
olila; and irìtbdrawing heneif firom 
Oodolphin, sbe walked te and fio inib 
great and siruggling agitation. 

""le it noi so, thenl" laid Qodol> 
phin» doubtingly. 

••No,BÌr: noi" 

''Lueillft Yelkiman,** said Godei* 



phin, with a colder gravity thaa he 
had yet called forth, " I olaim some 
attention firon you ; some confidence; 
nay, some esteem; — ^foir the lake of 
yeur &ther, — for the sake of youc 
early yean^ wben I aMisted to teacb 
you my native tengue, and loved you 
aa a bcotbec Promise me that you 
will noi commit ibis indiscretion any 
more — at least till we meet again; 
ndy, that you wUl net siir abroad, 
lave with one of your relationa." 

'' ImpoBsible i impoBsiblel" cried 
XjuttUa, yehfimently ; " it were to 
iake away the only solace I bare : it 
were io^ nake Ufe a priTaiion ^« a 
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** Noi 80, Lucilla; it is to make 
lUb rei^eetoble and nfe. I, on the 
etber hand> wiU engagé that ali wiihin 
these waUa sball behave to you with 
indttlgence and kindness." 

" I care noi for their kindness !— 
fortbeksndaeaeof any^one; save^-*-" 



''Whomr' asked Qodolphin, per- 
oeiying ahe woukl noi proceed : bui 
ae sbe waa stiU ùlent, he did noi press 
the question. " Come t " said he, perw 
snasiy^y: "come, promise^ and be 
fnends with me; do not lei us pari 
angrily : I am about to take my leave 
ef you for many months." 

" Pari !— y«u l-*4nonth8 1-^0 God, 
de noi aay so^l" 

With theaa word^» sbe was by hia 
side; and gaaing on him with ber 
large and pleading eyes, wberein was 
stamped a wildnesa» a terror, the 
canae of which he did not aa yet 
decipher. 

^1^ no,** said shc^ with a faint 
amile : "no ! you menni to frighten 
me» to esteri my promiaa You are 
noi going to daeeri mei" 

" Bui, Lucilla, I wìll not leave you 
te nnkindneffl ; they sball not— thc^ 
dare net wonnd you again." 

** Say io ma that you are not geing 
firam Rame }*-Bpeak ; quickl" 

" I go in two days." 

"Then lei me diel" said LucUla, 
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in a ione of sucli deep despur, that it 
chilled and appalled Grodolphin; who 
did noi, however, attribnte her grief 
^the grìef of tliis mere child — a child 
fio wayward and eccentric) to any 
other cause than that feeling of aban- 
donment whieh the young bo bitterly 
ezperìence at being left ntterly alone 
with persons nnfamiliar to theirhabits, 
and opposed to their liking. 

He sought to Boothe her, bnt she 
repelled hìm. Her features irorked 
oonvulaively : she walked twice acrosB 
the room; then stopped opposité to 
him, and a certain strained composnre 
on her brow seemed to denote that 
she had arrived at some sudden reso- 
lution. 

** Wouldst thon ask me," ahe said, 
" what cause took me into the streets 
as the shadowB darkened, and enabjed 
me lightly to beat thréftts at home 
and riskabroadt" 

"Ay, Lucilla: will you teli mei" 

** Thou wast the cause ! " she said, 
in a low Toice, trembling with emo- 
tion, and the next moment snnk on 
her knees before him. 

With a confusion that ili became 
so praclised and favoured a gallant, 
Qodolphin sought to raise her. "Ko ! 
no r she said ; "yon will despise me 
now : let me lie here, and die think- 
ing of thee. Yesl" she continued, 
with an inward but rapid voice, as he 
lifted her reluctant fhone from the 
earth, and hung over her with a cold 
and uncaressing attention: "yesl 
you I loved — I adored — ^from my veiy 
childhood. When you were by,. life 
seemed changed to me ; when absent, 
I longed for night, that I might dream 
of you. The spot you had touched I 
marked out in silence, that I might 
kiss it and address it when you were 
gone. You left us ; for years passed 
away: and the recollection of you 
made and nhaped my very nature. I 
loved solitude ; for in solitude I saw 
you — ^in imagination I spoke to you 
—and methought you answered and 



did not chide. You retumed — ^and 
— and — ^but no matter : to see you, at 
at the hour you usually leave home ; 
to 8ee pou, I wandered forth with the 
evening. I tracked you, myself un- 
seen ; I followed you at a distance : I 
marked you disappear within some of 
the proud palaces that never know 
what love is. I retumed home weep- 
ing, but happy. And do you think 
—do you dare to think — that I should 
bave told you thia, had you not driven 
me mad 1 — ^had you not left me reck* 
less of what henceforth was thonght 
of me — became of me ! What will 
life be to me when you are gonel 
And now I bave said ali f Qo 1 You 
do not love me : I know it : but do 
not say so. Go — leave me; why do 
you not leave mei" 

Does there live one man who can 
bear a woman, young and beautiful, 
confess attachment to him, and not 
catch the contagionl Afiècted, flat- 
tered, and almost melted into love 
himself, Gk>dolphin felt ali the danger 
of the moment : but this young, inex> 
perienoed girl — the daughter of hia 
friend — ^not her he could not — ^lovingv 
willing as she was, betray. 

Yet it was some moments before he 
could command himself suffidently to 
answer her : — " Listen to me caknly,** 
at length he said ; " we are at least to 
each other dear frìends : nay, listen, I. 
beseech you. I, Lncilla, am a man 
whose heart is forestalled— ezhausted 
before ita timo ; I bave loved, deeply, 
and passionately : that love is over, 
but it has unfìtted me for any speciea 
of love resembling itself — any which. 
I could offer to you. Dearest Lucilla» 
I will not disguise the truth from 
you. Were I to love you, it would be 
— ^not in the eyes of your countrymen, 
(with whom Buch connexions are com- 
mon,) but in the eyes of mine — it 
would be dishonour. Shall I coufer 
even this partial dishonour on you 1 
No! Lucilla, this feeling of yours 
towards me is (pardon me) but a young 
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and ohildiflh phantasy : yoa will smile 
at it some years hence. I am noi 
worthy of so pure and fresh a heart : 
bui at leaat" — (here he spoke ia a 
lower voice, and as to himself) — " at 
least I am not so nnworthy as to 
wrong it" 

" Go 1" said Lucilla ; ''go, I imploro 
you." She spoke, and stood hueless 
and motionless, as if the life (life's 
life was indeed gone I) had departed 
from her. Her features were set and 
rigid ; the tears that stole in largo 
drops down her cheeks were unfelt ; 
a slight quivering of her lips, only, 
bespoke what passed within her. 

"Ah!" cried Godolphin, stung 
from his usuai calm— stung firom the 
quiet kindness he had sought, fh>m 
principio, to assume— «"can I with- 
stand this triall— I, whose dream of 
life has been the love that I mlght 
now find I I, who bave never before 
known an obstacle to a wish which I 
haye not contended against, if not 
conquered; and, weakened as I am 
with the habitual indulgence to 
temptation, which has never been so 
strong as now;— but noi I will— >! 
will deserve this attachment by self- 
restrainty self-saerifice." 

He moved awsy ,* and then return- 
ing, dropped on his knee before 
Jiucilla. 

" Spare me t" said he,in an agitated 
voice, whioh brought back aJl the 
blood to that young and transparent 
check, which was now half averted 
from him — "spare me — spare your^ 
self! Look around, when I am gone, 
for some one to replaoe my imago : 
thousands younger, fairer, warmer of 
heart, will aspiro to your love ; that 
love for them will be ezposed to no 
perii — ^no shame: forget me; select 
another; be happy and respected. 
Permit me alone to fili the place of 
your friend — ^your brother. I will 
provide for your comforts, your li- 
berty: you shall be restrained, of- 
fcnded no more. Qod bless you, dear, 



dear Lucilla; and believe," (he said 
almost in a whisper,) " that, in thus 
flying you, I bave acted generously, 
aud with an effort worthy of your 
lovelinesB and your love." 

He said, and hurried from the apart- 
ment. Lucilla tumed slowly round 
as the door elosed, and then foli mo- 
tionless on the ground. 

MeanwhileGodolphin, masterìnghia 
emotion, sought the host and hostess; 
and begging them to visit his lodging 
that evening, to receive certain direo- 
tlons and rewards, hastily left the 
house. 

But instead of retuming home, the 
desire for a brief solitude and self- 
Gommune, which usually follows strong 
excitement, (and which, in ali lesa 
ordinary events, suggested his sole 
counsellors or monitors to the muaing 
Qodolphin,) led his steps in an oppo- 
site direction. Scarcely conscioua 
whither he was wandering, he did not 
pause till he found himself in that 
green and stili valley in which the 
pilgrim beholds the grotto of Egeria. 

It was neon, and the day warm, but 
not overpowering. The leaf slept 
on the old trees that are scattered 
about that little valley; and amidst 
the soft and rich turf the wanderer's 
stop disturbed the lisard, basking its 
brilliant hues in the noontide, and 
glancing rapidly through the herbage 
as it retreated. And from the trees, 
and through the air, the occasionai 
song of the birds (for in Italy their 
voices are rare) floated with a peculiar 
cleamess, and even noisiness of music, 
along the deserted haunts of the 
Nymph. 

The scene, rifewith its beautiful 
associations, recalled Godolphin from 
his reveiy. * " And here," thought he, 
"Fabio has thrown its most lovely 
and enduring enchantment: here, 
eveiy one who has tasted the loves 
of earth, and sickened for the love 
that is ideal, finds a speli more at- 
tractive to his steps— more fraught 
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with contemplation io ìòb spini, than 
ftnght raised by the palace of tìie 
Ct&e&n or the tomb of the Scipios." 

TkuB meditating, and wftened hy 
the late scene "with Lucilh^ (to which 
hÌ8 thoughts again reeniTed,) he sann- 
tered onward to the steep tààe of the 
bank, in which faith and traéition 
haye hollowed ont the grotto of the 
goddess. He entered the sHest ea- 
vem^ and bathed bis temples in the 
delicioQs waters of the fountaia. 

It was perhaps irell that It ma noè 
at that moment Lucilla made to him 
her Btrange and anlooked-for oonfe»- 
Sion : again and again he iaid to him- 
self, (as if seeking for a justificaition 
of hijB self-saciifice,) " Her ftther wm 
not Italian, and possesaed feeling 
and honoor : lei me not ibrget that 
he loved me !" In tmth, l^e acromi! 
of this wild girl ; an aTowal made in- 
deed with the ardonr — bui tàao breatìi- 
ing of the innocence, the Inexperienee 
— of her efaaracter — ^had opened ta 
bis fancy new and not nndelidouB prò- 
spects. He had nerer lored her, sa^B 
with a lukewarm Idndneis, before 
that last honr ; bui now, in recttlling 
her beauty, her tears^ her paaiinnate 
abandonment, can we wonder that he 
fblt a Btnuige beating at his faeart, 
and that he indnlged tìiat diasolved 
and luxnrious vein of tender medita- 
tion which is the prelude io ali hnt f 
We muBt recali, too, the ivcoìlectìon 
of bis own temper, so eonsimtly yeam* 
ing for the unhackneyed, the uniaated ; 
and bis deep and soft order of imagi- 
nation, by which he inrohmittìly 
conjured up the delight of Hvìng with 
one, watching one, so different from 
the resi of the world, and wliose 
thongfats and passions (wild as they 
mìgfat be) were ali detDted to him ! 

And in what sj)ot were these ima- 
ginings fed and coloured Y In a ept^ 
which, in the nature of ita divine 
fiiscination, couM be fonnd only be- 
neath one Bky, that sky the most 
balmy and loving upon earth ! Who 



eeuld thmk of love within the haMMt 

and tempie of 
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aad net Mi that love ttmìkt^ iftf ^ 
deepened, modulated, into afe enee* 
dven» and a Aeàrt ì 

1% was ìxmg that Godo^thin Indulged 
himielf in vecalling the iauge of 
Lucilia; b«t nerved at length, aad 
gnduaUy, by barder, and we ms^ 
hope bettcr, sentfmenta ikan thoac 
of » l«ve whioh he cwild aearcely ift- 
dolge, withoot erìminalilor en the one 
band, or, irìiat mnat bave appeared to 
the man of tàe world, derogatoiy foUy 
om tb» «ther ; he tnmed hL thoi^hts 
ìnto a leas Tolnptnous dionnel, and 
prapared, though with a relactant 
stepy to diepart homewaids. But what 
was hi8 amaze, bis eonfneiony when, 
on naching the mouth of the care, he 
iaw within a few stqM of him LudUa 



She wat walkiag alone a^d elowly^ 
her eyoi beni npon the ground, and 
did Bot peneÌTe him. Aoooidinc 
io t^ eemmon custom with the aùddla 
chMDW of Bome^ her licdi hair, aare Ij 
a single band, wbs uMovered ; and aa 
her atig^ and ez^isite foim mered 
idottg tha Telrei sod, so beautiful a 
shape, and a face so rare in ita chaiao- 
ier, aad dciioate in ita expveflsion^ 
weren haimonywitìi iheaweei sape^ 
stfitlon ef the spol^ and seemed almoat 
to rastore io- thadeserted caveand the 
mooming rtrean thùr living Egeria. 

Godoiphin rtood tnasfixod to tha 
earth ; ami I^ielUa^ wko was walking 
In the dàiection of die grotto^ did not 
pereei^, tiil she yrns abnoat imma- 
diatoly bcfon him. 8he ifare a &int 
flcream aa«lie lifked ber eyes ; and the 
fini aad mesi natunl sentiment of 
<lie woman bveakiag ferth involno- 
taiily, — ^she atkempted to £ilter oot 
her diiavowal of ali expeetatioa of 
meeting ìàm. there >— 

^'ladeedy ìndeed, I did mot know 
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— tbat iiH-I— I— '* she could achieye 
no more. 

** Is this a ftkvoioite apot nifh youl*' 
said ]ie,irith tira va^pn embamssment 
-of one »t a loas for words. 

" Yes/' Màd LoeUla, faiutly. 

And Bo, in truth, it was: for ita 
lioinity to ber home, the beauty of 
ihie little valley> a&d tiw interest 
jrtMched to it--^an interest not the 
1«M to ber in tbat sbe trae biit imper- 
feotly acqnainted witb tbetrue leg^nd 
of tbe Nympb and ber royal loyer— 
bad made i^ eren from ber ebildbood, 
a cbosen and beloved retreat, espe- 
cially in tbat dangorous summer time, 
wbicb drives tbe visitor from tbe spot, 
and leayes tbe scene, in great mea- 
sure, to tbe soUtude vbicb befita it 
Associated as tbe pUce was witb tbe 
recollections of ber earlier griefs, it 
was tbitber tbat ber first instinct 
made ber fly from tbe rude contact 
and displeasing companionsbip of ber 
relations, to givo vent to tbe various 
and coufiicting passions wbicb tbe 
late scene witb Qodolpbin bad called 
fortb. 

Tbey now stood for a few moments 
silentand embarrassed, till Qodolpbin, 
resolyed to end a scene wbicb be 
began to feel was dangerous, said in a 
burried tono :— 

" Farewell, my sweet pupil ! — ^fiure- 
well 1 — May God bless you I " 

He eztended bis band. Lucilla 
seized it, as if by impulse ; and con- 
yeying it suddenly to ber lips, batbed 
it witb tears. 

" I feel," said tbis wild and unre- 
gulated girl^" I feel, from your man- 
ner, tbat I ougbt to be grateful to 
you; yet I scarcely know wby: you 
confess you cannot love me, tbat my 
afièction dlstresses you — ^you fly — ^you 
desert me. Ab, if you felt one par- 
ticle even of firiendsbip for me, could 
you do soV 

" Lucilla, wbat can I say 1 — I can- 
not marry you." 

" Do I wisb itY— I ask tbee but to 



let me go witb tbee wberever thou 
goest." 

"Poor cbUdl- said Gfodolpbin, 
gadng on ber; "arttbou not aware 
tbat tbou askest tbine own dis- 
bonourl* 

Lucilla seemed surprlsed : — " Is it 
disbonour to love 1 Tbey do not tbink 
so in Italy. It is wrong foi a maiden 
to confess it; but tbat tbou bast for- 
given me. And If to foUow tbee — ^to 
Bit witb tboe — ^to be near tbee — bring 
angbt of evil to myself, not tbee, — 
let me incur tbe evil : it can be no- 
tbing compared to tbe agony of tby 
absence I " 

Sbe looked up timidly as sbe spoke, 
and saw, witb a sort of terror, tbat 
bis &ce worked witb emotions wbicb 
seemed to cboke bis answcr. ''If," 
sbe cried passionately, " if I bave said 
wbat pains tbee — ^if I bave asked wbat 
would give disbonour, as tbou callest 
it, or barm, to tbyself, forgive me — 
I knew it not — and leave me. But if 
it were not of tbyself tbat tbou didst 
speak, believe tbat tbou bast done 
me but a cruel meroy. Let me go 
witb tbee, I imploro! I bave no 
friend bere : no one loves me. I bate 
tbe faces I gazo upon ; I loatbe tbe 
voices I bear. And, were it for no- 
tbing else, tboù remindest me of bim 
wbo is gone : — tbou art familiar to 
me— every look of tbee breatbes of 
my bome, of my bousebold recollec- 
tions. Take me witb tbee, beloved 
stranger 1 or leave me to die — I will 
not survive tby loss I" 

'' You speak of your fatber : know 
you tbat, were I to grant wbat you, 
in your cbildisb innocence,sountbink- 
ingly request, be migbt curse me from 
bis grave*)" 

"0 Gfod, not so! — mine is tbe 
prayer — ^be mine tbe guilt, if guilt 
tbere be. But is it not unkinder in 
tbee to desert bis daugbter, tban to 
protect ber 1 " 

Tbere was a great, a terrible struggle 
in Godolpbin's breast. " Wbat," said 
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he, Bcarcely knowing whftt he said, — 
" what will the world think of you if 
you fly with a aia-anger V* 

" There \b no world to me but thee ! " 

** What will your uncle — ^your rela- 
tions Bay?" 

" I care not ; for I shall not hear 
them." 

"No, no ; this xnnst not he \** said 
Godolphin, proudly, and once more 
conquering himself. " Lucilla, I 
would givo up every other dream or 
hope in life to feel that I might re- 
quite this devotion by passing my life 



with thee : to feel that I might grant 
what thoa askest without wrongin^ 
thy innocence ; but — but * 

"Tou love me, then! Tou love 
me!" cried Lucilla, joyonaly, and 
alive to no other interpretation of his 
words. 

Godolphinwas transported beyond 
himself; and clasping Lucilla in bis 
arms, he covered her cheeks, ber lipe^ 
with impassioned and buming kisses; 
then suddenly, as if stung by some 
irresistible impulse, he tore Mmsftlf 
away, and fled from the spot. 
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TEI WSAUriSS OV JLUè YIBTUX SPBIXaZirO OH&T nOX THB nuuM. 



It was the erening before Godolphin 
left Rome. Ab he waa entering hÌB 
palazzo he deserìed, in the darkneBS, 
and at a UtUe distance, a figure wrap- 
ped in a montle, that reminded him of 
Lacilla ; — ere he oould eertify himtelf, 
it wae gone. 

On entering his rooms» he looked 
eagerly oTer the papere and notes on 
hls table: he seemed diaappointed 
with the resulta and aat himielf down 
in moody and diecontented thonght. 
He had vritten to Lucilla the day 
before, a long, a kind, nay, a noble 
outpouriog of his thoughts and feel- 
ings. As iSur as he was able, to 
one 80 simple in her ezperience, yet 
so wild in her £uìcy, he ezplained to 
her the nature of his struggles and 
his self-sacrifice. He did not disguise 
from her that> tiU the moment of her 
oonfession, he had nerer ezamined 
the state of his heart towards her; 
nor that, with that confession, a new 
and ardent tndn of sentiment had 
been kindled within him. He knew 
enough of women to be aware, that 
the last ayowal would be the sweetest 
eonsolation both to her yanity and 
her heart. He assured her of the 
promises he had received from her 
relations to grant her the liberty and 
the indulgence that her early and un- 
restrained habits required; and, in 
the most delicate and respectiul tenne, 
he endosed an order for a sumof money 
sufficient at any timo to eommand 
the regard of those with whom she 
lived, or to enable her to choose, 
should she so desire, (though he ad- 
vised her not to adopt such a measure, 
save for the most nigent reasons^) | 



another residence. " Send me in re- 
turn," he said, as he conduded, "a 
lock of your hair. I want nothing to 
remind me of your beauty ; but I want 
some token of the heart of whose 
affeotion I am so moumfuUy proud. 
I will wear it as a charm against the 
oontamination of that world of which 
you are so happily ignorant— as a 
memento of one nature beyond the 
thought of self— as a surety that» in 
finding within this base and selfish 
quarter of earth, one soul so waim, 
so pure as yours, I did not deceive 
myself, and dream. If we over meet 
again, may you bave then found some 
one happier than I am, and in his 
tendemeas haye forgotten ali of me 
save one kind remembrance. — Beauti- 
ful and dear Lucilla, adien t If I haye 
not giyen way to the luzuiy of being 
beloyed by you, it is because your ge- 
nerous self-abandoment has awakened, 
within a heart too selfish to others, a 
real loye for yourself." 

To this lettor Qodolphin had, honr 
after hour, expected a reply. He 
receiyed none— not eyen the lock of 
hair for which he had pressed. He was 
diaappointed — angry with Lucilla— 
dÌBsatisfied with Mmself. " How blt- 
terly," thought he, '«the wise Sayille 
would smile at my foUy! I haye 
renounced the blias of possessing tliis 
singular and beautiful being; for 
whatl — a seruple which she cannot 
eyen comprehend, and at which, in 
her Mendless and forlom state, the 
most starch of her dissolute eountry- 
women would smile as a ridiculous 
punctilio. And, in truth, had I fled 
henoe with her, should I not haye 
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made her throughout life happier — ^far 
happier, than she will be now 1 Nor 
would Bhe, in that happiness, have 
felt, like an English girl, any pang of 
shaìue. Hercy the tie would bave 
never been regarded as a degradation ; 
nor does she, recurring to the sixnple 
laws.of natvre, imagìiw thst aay one 
covM 80 regard it. Besides, inexpe- 
xienoed «b «he is^— the eveaiare 0f im- 
palBe-Hfill Bhe aot fall a dietim to 
some more artful and lese generoiu 
lover t — io 80SM one who in her iniko- 
cenee will see only forwarànesB ; and 
-who, fax from protecting her as I 
should hvre «Ione, will regard her bai 
as the plaything of an hoor, and cast 
her forth the mamcovi bis paision la 
aatedl^Saited! O bHter thonght» 
ihatthe head of aaother skoald rest 
apon that bosom now so whollymine I 
After ali, I have, in vaialy adoptkig 
a •saeming and seuniUng wtiie, nerely 
renonneed my ewn happiness to leore 
her to the ehanees of beiag pemik 
iienUy pendeiied unliappy, «ad aban- 
doned to want, ihame, destitation, by 
another!" 

These dingreeable ani «egtaitfial 
thoughto weve, in tvm, hut weakly 
eoaihated hy the oeeaeional aelf- 
eoBgratulation that belongs to a jast 
er.geBevons aet, and weve ▼aried by a 
thousand conjectn g es n ewefangBie^, 
Aow QÌ anger—as to the ailenee of 
Lucilla, dometiaies he ^onght-^hat 
the thonght only glanced partia% 
a<nfOBB him, and was net 4i8tinetly ao- 
knowledged-^that she might seek aa 
ìaterriew with him ere he departed ; 
and in thk he^ he did net vetive to 
sest till the dawn brokeoTer the^rnSns 
ef the mighty and broathleaB city. 
He then flung himt^ on a sola wiUi- 
•ttt imdresfiing, bnt could not eleep, 
asnre In short and broken intemJs. 

The ne&t d^, he pat «ff bis depaav 
tare tifi neon, stili in the hepe ef 
hearing isota Lucilla» but ìa tain. He 
eould net flattet himsetf with the 
hope that LueiUa did not know tbe 



exact time for bis joumey — ^he had 
ezpressly stated it. Sometimes he 
conceived the notion of seeking her 
again; but he knew too well the 
weakness of bis generous resolution ; 
and, thoagh infirm of thought, was 
yet virtuous enough in act not to 
hazard it to certain defeat. Ai length, 
in a momentary desperation, and mui- 
tering reproaohes on Lucilla fer her 
fi^kntese and inability to a(>precia.te 
the magnanimity of hìs condact, he 
threw hiawelf into hìs oanìage, and 
bade adien to Konie. 

As ereiy gTove tfaat tbe tiardler 
passes on that road was guatdad onoe 
by a nyii^h, flo now it is hallowed by 
a memoiy. In vain the air, heafy 
with death, creeps over l&e wéod, tiie 
livnlet, wèA the shattered tower;— • 
the mìAd wttl not leour to the riak of 
ks ignobìe tenement; it ties bade; 
it is with tìie Pasti A aahtle and 
BpeechlasB faptuve fiUfi and cocalts tha 
spirit Tha«— fur to the Weet^ 
spreads that parple sea, haimted by a 
nriflion vesddniscenoes of gloiy ; theie 
the BoaataiaBs, with tbair shatp and 
nowy o-ests, rise into the bosom of 
the hetfvens; -on that pkMB, the pil- 
gfim yet hails the traditienal temb <rf 
the Curiatii and ^Mise^lmmortal Twias 
who ìeft te th^ brether the glwy ef 
oonqueat, and the shame by which it 
naa snooeedod: around ^e Lake of 
Kami yet bloom lihe saeved greves by 
nèAe^ Diana laised Hippolytufl agam 
ivie UÌb. Peetry, Fahle, Histcwy» 
wtttch o'Mrtbe htfid : it is a sepalchre; 
Beath is within and around it; Deeay 
wiÉtes defeaiBi« «po& evaiy alone i^ 
bat the ftot sits by t^ temb as a 
aftoufning an^^l; a seial breathes 
thamigh the desohrtien ; a voice «atta 
amidat the «lenoe. Bv«iy age that 
halh passed away hath leffc a ghost 
bshind It; and the beautiful land 
saems like 1ÌMt im^^ed cUme be- 
neath the earth in whiiÀ man, glo- 
rk>as theagh Irt he, may net breathe 
and Uva-**b«tt whitth is populous 
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Tfith holy phantoms and iHustriouB 
«hftdefi. 

Oh, on sped Godolphin. Kìglit 
broke ovw him as he tvwrened the 
Pontine Harshes. l%ere, the ma- 
laria broods orer ita rankest v<enom : 
solitttde hsth lost the aoul that be- 
longed to it : ali \\iò, save the deadly 
ftrtility of eorruption, seeaM to have 
rotted away : the BpArit fklls atricken 
into gk>om ; a nightmave weigfas npon 
the breast of Kature; and over the 
vrecks of Time, Silenoe sita inotìon- 
lesa in the arma of Beath. 

He aiTived at Terraeina, and mtired 
to resi Hi8 cdeep was fiUed wìth 
fearful dreama : he w<^e, late alt noon, 
langnid and d^ected. As his «errant, 
who had lired vìth him some jears, 
attended him in rising, Godolphin 
obeerred on his countenanoe that ex- 
preBsion common to penons ef his 
claas when thtf bave sMnethìng wbioh 
th^ wish to commimieste, and are 
vaitefaing their oppoi*tanity. 

" Well, Malden !" aoid he, '' yon 
look important this m«nmtg: whvt 
hashappenedl" 

"E— hem! Did aot yon obaera, 
air, a carriage behind U8 as we cToesed 
themarshesl Sometimesyou might 
just Ree it at a distance, in the moon- 
light." 

<< Hoir the ^aoe ahrald I, being 
witàin tbe caniage, tee beàind me 1 
Ko ; I know notbing- of th« CMiÉige : 
whatofit?" 

" A peiaon avrind in it, air, alitile 
after you— voi^ aet itetire to bedr^ 
and iraits yon in youraitti^g^oom." 

** Xpt/rmm! whaAperaonl" 

^ A lady, fiir,--*a ytmnf ìaàj ;" tM 
tbe sivrairt, ««ppcessing a nìke. 

** Q«od beavena !" <|}aetikitedQodol- 
pbin: "leaveme." 9haTakc4«beyed. 

Godolphin, not for a moment doubt* 
ing that it vws LneiQa who liad tkna 
fbUowed bim, vaa atraek to the beart 
by this proof of ber naolnteaiiid reiek- 
lesBattaehBient. Inanyotheriroman, 
80 bold a measnre ironld, li is trae. 



baTe revolted bis fastidiona and iomo- 
what EngUsb taate. But in LnciUa, 
ali that might have aeemed immodeit 
arose, in reality, firom that pnre and 
apotless ignorance which, of ali speciee 
of modesty, is the most enehanting, 
the most dangerons to its possessor. 
Tbe daughter of kmeliness and seoln- 
eion— «stranged "wbolly from ali fami* 
liar or female intercoune — rather 
bewildered than in any way enlight- 
ened by the lew books of poetry, or 
tbe lighter letlers, she had by acci» 
d^ELt readr-^the senso of improptiety 
w» in ber so ^agne a sentimenti 
that efoiy impulso of ber wild and 
impassioned ^taraoter efiaoed aifd 
awept it away. Ignoranit of what la 
due to the reoerve of Ibe sex, and 
oren of the oi^nions of the world — 
lax as the Italiaa woild is on matterà 
of loye — she only saw occasòon to 
glory in ber tendemoss, ber dovotion, 
to one so elovated in faer fiuioy as the 
Snglisb Btvanger. Nor did tiiere-^ 
howev«r nnoonsckmsly to berself— 
mùi^le a single mora derogatory or 
lesa pure ttociàmi vitfa ber fimatieal 
worehip. 

Vor my own part> X tbink that few 
man nndentand tlM rsal naAure of a 
giil\B loro. Arìaing «o Tividly as it 
daea from tho imagbiation, notb&ag 
that tbe mind of the UbartìDo wontd 
imputo to it orar (or at least in most 
IMO instaneea) snlùea ito weakness or 
defoases ite foUy. i do not say tbe 
love is batter for being tbos soMy 
the oreattiTo of imaginatian : I say 
only, so it is in ninety-nino ont of a 
bundred znatanees of girlisb inflktnft» 
tion. In bkter lile, it is diifei«nt : in 
the es^erienoad woman, forwardnesa 
is always depratity. 

With trembling ateps and palpitai» 
ing boart» Godolphin songht the apart^ 
ment in which ho expooted to £nd 
Lucilla. There, in ano «oner of tba 
room, ber ftco eovered with her man* 
tie, be beheld her: ho ha^ned to 
that spot ; be tbrew bimself on hia 
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luiees before her ; with a timid Land 
he removed the covering from her 
face ; and through tears, and paleness, 
and agitation, hia heart was touched 
to the quick byits soft and loving 
expreasion. 

" Wilt thou forgive me T she fel- 
tered, — " It was thìne own letter that 
brought me hither. Now leave me, 
if thoa canst ! " 

"Never, neyer!"crìed Godolphin, 
clasping her to hia heart. " It ia 
fiited, and I reaist no more. Love, 
tend, cheriah thee, I will to mj laat 
hour. I will be ali to thee that human 
iiea can afford — father, brother, loyer 

-^allbut *' Uepauaed; "ali but 

huaband," whiapered hia conacience, 
bnt he aUenced ita voice. 

" I majr go with thee ! " aaid Lucilla» 
in wild ecataaj: that was her onlj 
thought. 

Aa, when the notion of eacape occura 
io the inaane, their inaanity appears 
to ceaae ; courage, prudence, caution, 
inyention, (fiicnltiea which they knew 
not in aounder health,) flash upon 
and aupport them aa by an ìnapira- 
tion; 80, a new geniua had aeemed 
breathed into Lucilla by the idea of 
rejoining Godolphin. She imagined 
— ^not without juatice — that^ conld ahe 
throw in the way of her return home 
an obatacle of that worldly nature 
which he aeemed to dread ahe ahould 
encounter, hia chief reaaon for reaiat- 
ing her attachment would be removed. 
Encouraged by thia thought» and more 
than over tranaported by her love aince 
he had ezpreaaed a congenial aenti- 
ment ; ezcited into emulation by the 
gtneroua tone of hia letter, and aoft- 
ened into yet deeper weakneaa by ita 
tendemesa; — ahe had reaolved upon 
the bold atep ahe adopted. A veUii- 
tino lived near the gate of St. Sebaa- 
tian : ahe had aought him ; and at 
sight of the money which Godolphin 
had aent her, the vetturino willingly 
agreed to tranaport her to whaterer 
point on the road to Naples she might | 



desire — ^nay, even to keep pace with 

the more rapid method of trayelling 

which Godolphin puraued. Early on 

the moming of hia departure, ahe had 

aought her atation within aight of 

Godolphin's palazsso ; andtenminutea 

after hia departure the vetturino bore 

her, delighted but trembling, on the 

aame road. The Italiana are ordi- 

narily good-natured, especially when 

they are paid for it; and courteoua 

to f emalea, eapecially if they bave any 

auspicion of the influence of the helie 

passion. The vetturino*s foresight 

had supplied the defìciencies of her 

inezperience : he had reminded her 

of the neceaeity of procuring her 

pasaport ; and he undertook that ali 

other difficulties ahould aolely devolve 

on him. And thua Lucilla waa now 

under the aame roof with one for 

whom, indeed, ahe waa unaware of 

the aa^rìfice die made; but whom^ 

despite of ali that clouded and aepa- 

rated their after-lot, ahe loved to the 

lasty with a love aa reckleaa and strong 

aa then — a love pasaing the love of 

woman, and defying the common 

ordinancea of timo. 

* * * * 



On the bine watera that break with 
a deep and fiur voice along the rocks 
of that deliciona ahore, above which 
the mountain that riaea behind Terra- 
cina acattera to the air the odours of 
the citron and the orango — on that 
sounding and immemorìal sea the 
stars, like the hopes of a brighter 
world upon the darkness and unrest 
of life, ahone down with a aolemn but 
tender light. On that ahore atood Lu- 
cilla and he — the wandering stranger 
— ^in whom she had hoarded the peace 
and the hopes of earth. Hers was the 
first and purple flush of the love which 
has attained its object; that sweet 
and quiet fulnees of content — that 
heavenly, all-subduing and subdued 
delight, with which the heart slum- 
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ben in the excess of ita own rapture. 
Care-— the forethought of change— 
eren the shadowy and ragne moum- 
fulneas of pasaion-— are felt not in 
those Toluptuous but tranqnil mo- 
ments. Like the waten that roUed, 
deep and eloquent, before her, eveiy 
feeling within was but the mirror of 
an all-gentle and cloudiess heaven. 
Her head half declined upon the 
breast of her yonng lorer, she caught 
the beating of bis heart, and in it 
heard ali the sounda of what waa now 
become to her the world. 

And Btill and solitary deepened 
aronnd them the mystio and lorely 
lìight. How divine was that sense 
and consciousness of solitudel how, 
aa it thrilled within them, they dang 
doaer io each other 1 Theira aa yet 
waa that bliaafal and unaated timo 
when the touch of their banda, claaped 
together, waa in iteelf a happineaa of 



emotion too deep for worda. And 
erer, aa hia eyea aought hera, the teara 
which the aenaitiyeneaa of her frame, 
the yery luxuiy of her overflowing 
heart, called forth, glittered in the 
tranquil atara a moment and were 
kiaaed away. "Do not look up to 
heaven, my loye," whiapered Godol- 
phin, " leat thon ahouldat think of 
any world but thia !" 

Poor Lucilla I will any one who 
idly glancea over thia page aympa- 
thiae one moment with the apringa of 
thy brief joya and thy bitter aorrowt 
The page on which, in atamping a 
record of thee, I would fkin retain thy 
memory from oblivion ; that page is 
an emblem of thyaelf ;-i-a ahort exiat- 
ence,— confounded with the herd to 
which it haa no reaemblance, and 
then, amidat the mah and tumult of 
the world, forgotten and caat awaj 
for ererl ^ . 
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BKRJBir TO U.Sr XBPDFaEAX. — IiAJ>Y XBPXKOBAJC FAUS IW. — &0]^ SRPIVQHAll 
BB80LTSS IO 00 AJHOAD. — ^PLUZARGH UPOV MOBUliJi IKStBUMainS. — J^LBXt 
AT ERPINGHAU liOTOB. — SAVIIfUB OV SOOCBIT AJIS IHS XA8IE 90» «HI 
UniiB. — I>AYW lUIOIHWIAB.— WOJfSH, IBK» IKKiOESaB AKB BDOCAHOS; 
-*THB HBOHSITY OF AB OBJBOf . — BBLiaiOV. 



Ab, after » long dream, we rise te tbe 
occupatieoa of life, even so, with an 
awakeoing aad BOywe actìve feeling, I 
return from chaiacten removed firana 
i^ ordinary worid — ^Uke Yolktmaii* 
and his dans^tar — io the bnlliant 
lieroine of mj nairailre. 

Tkése is a eertain tooie aboat Lon- 
doaBodetj which eB&ebles the mind 
withoat exciting it ; and this. state of 
temperament, more thah ali others, 
engenders satietj. In classes that 
border upon the highest this efièct is 
less evident; for in them — ^there is 
some object to contend for. Fashion 
gives them an inducement. They 
stmg^le to emulate the ton of their 
Buperiors. It is an ambition of trìfles, 
it is true ; but it is stiU ambition. It 
frets, it irritates, but it keeps them 
alive. The great are the true yictims 
of ennui. The more firmlj seated 
their rank, the more estabUshed their 
position, the more their life stagnates 
into insipidity. Constance was at the 
height of ber wiahes. No one was so 

* After ali, an astrologeiv-nay, a cabalist 
— Ì8 not 80 monatrous a prodigy in the nine- 
teenth century ! In the year 1801, Lacking- 
ton pnblished a quarto, entitled, '< Magna : 
a Complete System of Ocoult Philosophy ; 
treating of Alchemy, the Gabalistic Art, 
Naturai and Celeatlal Magic,** Aec— aad a 
▼ery impudent publication it is too. That 
Raphael should pnt forth astrologica! ma- 
nnaia is not a proof of his belief in the 
floienoe he professee; but that it should 
antteer to Raphael to pnt them forth, shows 
a tendenoy to belief in bis purohaaers. 



courted, so adored. Oae after mm, 
she had hnmbled and aabdqed ali 
those who, before ber macrìage, had 
trampled on ber pride-^-er, who aitar 
ìi,, had reaisted ber pdreteBaion&: ib 
look from ber had becone a tàunpt^ 
and a SBiile confantd a rank oa ita 
reosÌTor. But tbia empire paUed upe» 
ber : oC tao lai^ a mind to he sa^ 
fied with petlj^ pleaaurea and mueak 
distinctions, she stili felt the some- 
THnro of life was wanting. She waa 
not blessed or cursed (as it may be) 
with children, and she had no com- 
panion in ber busband. There might 
be times in which she regretted ber 
choice, dazzlÌTìg as it had proved ; — 
but she complained notof sorrow, but 
monotony. 

Politicai intrigne could not fili up the 
vacuum of which Constance daily com- 
plained ; and of private intrigue, the 
then purity of ber nature was incapa- 
ble. When people haye really nothing 
to do, they generally fall ili upon it ; 
and at length, the rich colour grew 
faint upon Lady Erpingham's cheek ; 
ber form wasted; the pbysicians hinted 
at consumption, and recommended 
a warmer clime. Lord Erpingham 
seized at the proposition; he was 
fond of Italy; he was bored with 
England. 

Yery stupid people often become 
very musical : it ìb a sort of preten- 
sion to intellect that suits their capa- 
cities. Plutarch says somewhere, 
that the best musiràl instrumenta 
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«ra made fron the jaiw-bones of assea. 
Plutarch nem made a more aenaible 
obBerratioB. Lord Brpingham had 
of late taken gnaily to opera*: he 
talked of writing oda hiauself; and 
not being a performer, he ooBioled 
himself by becomiBg a patron. Italy, 
therefore, preseated to him maaifold 
oapttyationa-^he thought of ftddUsg, 
Imt he talked only of hie wife's health. 
AxùdBt the regrets of the London 
▼orld, they made their arrangemente, 
and prepared to set oat at the end of 
the seaBon for the land of Paganiai 
and Julius Caisar. 

Two nights before thekr deperture, 
Lady Erpingham gave a fkrewell 
party to ber more intimate acquaint- 
anoe. Savilla, who always contriyed 
to be well with ewery one who was 
worth the trouble it oeet him» waa of 
oourae among the guesti. Years had 
Bomewhat scathed him since he last 
appeared on our stage. Women had 
eeased to poseess muah afatraotion far 
bis jadedeyes: gaming and speeuUh 
tion had gradnaUy epiead over the 
taates once dÌMeted to otherpursaiia. 
His vimcity had deserted him in 
great measuie, as years and infirmity 
began to sta^^uyte and knot up the 
oorrent of Ida reins; but oonrena- 
tion stiU poeseesed for and derbed 
from him ita wonied attiaetion. The 
sparkling jeu cTesprit had only 
sobered down into the quiet sareasm ; 
and if his wit rippled lesa freehly 
to the breece of the preaent moment, 
it was colottied more richly by the 
glittering sande whidi roUed down 
from the es^wrieoce tìiat oversha- 
dowed the curreni. For the wisdom 
of the woddly is like the moun- 
tains thal, sterile withoat, oonoeal 
within them nnprofitablo ore: only 
the filings and partieles esoape to the 
daylight and sparkle in the ware; 
the rest wastes idly within. Tlie 
Pactolns takes but the land-drìfts 
from the hoavds loti to use in .the 
TmolttSL 



« A.nd how/' said Saville, seating 
himself by Iftdy Brpingham,-— " how 
shall we bear London when yen aie 
goM? When society— the ewkat- 
ing dranght^had begnn to pali upon 
OS, yoa threw your pearl into the 
cnp ; and now we are grown se lun- 
rious, that we shall never bear the 
wine wìthout the pearL" 

" Boi the pearl gave no tasto tothe 
wine : it only dissohred itaatf idly, 
and in vain.'* 

''Ah, my dear Lady Erpingliam, 
the dvlleet of us, hMringonce seen the 
pearl, oould at leaat imagine that we 
were able to appreciate the SBbtletiea 
of ita infinence. Where, in thia little 
world of tedioua realities, oan we find 
anythìngeven to imagine about, T^ien 
youabandonusV' 

'* K^ I do yen eonoetye that I am 
so ignorant of the frame-work pf 
Bodety as to suppose that I shall not 
be esaily replaoed) King mceeedB 
king, without referenoe to the merita 
of either : so, in London, idol follows 
idol, though one be of jewels end the 
other of brass. Perhapa, nikan I 
return, I shall find yon kneeliag to 

the doli Lady A > ov worshi|ipìiig 

the hidoous Lady 



*'Le temps asies loaTent a rendn legltime 
Oft qal wmbloit d'aborti m m pouyoir 
■ani crime ; " 

answered SaTille, with a meok-heroic 
air. '"The fhct is, that we are an 
indolent people ; the person who suo- 
oeeds thomoet with us has but to push 

the most. You know how Mrs. , 

in spite of ber red arms) ber rad gown, 
ber city pqonunciation, and her city 
connexiona, managect— by dlni of per^ 
severanoe alone — to beoome a dis- 
penser of eonsequenoe to the Téry 
eountesses whom she at Ènb eould 
seareely coaz into a oourtesf. The 
person who can stand ridieule and 
rudeness haa only te desire to beoome 
the fiiahion— she or he most be so 
sooner or later." 
" Of tho immntability of one thing, 
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among ali the changes I xnay witness 
on xny return, at least I am certain : 
no one stili will dare to think for 
himBelf. The great want of eaeh 
individoal is, the want of an opinion ! 
For instance, — who judges of a pio- 
tare from his own knowledge of 
painting? Who does not wait to 

hear what Mr. , or Lord , 

<one of the six or seven prìvileged 
connoiflseurs,) says of iti Nay, not 
only the fate of a single pictnre, bnt 
of a wholeschool of painting, depends 
upon the caprice of some one of the 
«elf-elected dictators. The King, or 

the Duke of , has but io love the 

Dutch Bchool and ridicule the Italian, 
and behold a Baphael will notsell, 
and a Teniers rises into infinite yalue ! 
Dutch repreeentations of candlesticks 
and boors are sought after with the 
most rapturous delight; the most 
disagreeable objects of nature become 
the most worahipped treasnres of art ; 
and we emulate each other in testi- 
fjìng our exaltation of taste by con- 
tending for the pictured vulgarities 
by which taste itself is the most essen- 
tially degraded. In fact, toc, the 
meaner the object, the more certain 
it is with US of becoming the rage. 
In the theatre, we run after the fiiroe ; 
in painting, we worship the Dutch 
school; in " 

'^Literaturer sald Saville. 

* No ! — our literature stili breathes 
of something noble ; but why ì Be- 
cause books do not always depend 
upon a clique. A hook, in order to 
succeed, does not require the opinion 
of Mr. Saville or Lady Erpingham so 
much as a picture or a ballet" 

" I am not sure of that/' answered 
Sayille, as he withdrew presently 
afterwards to a card-table, to share in 
the premeditated plunder of a young 
banker, who was proud of the honour 
of being ruined by persons of rank. 

In another part of the rooms, Con- 
stance found a certain old philoso- 
pher, whom I will cali David Man- 



deville. There was something aboni 
this man that always charmed those 
who had senso enough to be discon- 
tented with the ordinary inhabitants 
of the Microcosm, — Society. The ex- 
pression of his countenance was dif- 
ferent from that of others : there was 
a breathing goodness in his face— aa 
expansion of mind on his forehead. 
You perceiyed at once that he did 
not live among triflers, nor agitate 
himself with trifles. Serenity beamed 
from his look — ^but it was the serenity 
of thought. Constance sat down by 
him. 

"Are you not sony" said Mande- 
Tìlle, " to leave England t You, who 
bave made yourself the centro of a 
cìrcle whichy for the varietìes of its 
£iBcination, has neyer perhaps been 
equalled in this country 1 Wealth — 
rank — eyen wit — others might assem- 
blo round them : but none eyer before 
conyened into one splendid galaxyall 
who were eminent in art, famous in 
letters, wise in politics, and cren (for 
who but you were eyer aboye riyal- 
ship t) attractiye in beauty. I should 
haye thought ii easier for us to fly 
from the Armida^ than for the Annida 
to renounce the scene of ber enchant- 
ment — ^the scene in which De StaSl 
bowed to the charms of her conyer- 
sation, and Byron eelebrated those of 
her person." 

We may conceiye the speli Con- 
stance had cast around her, when 
eyen philosophy (and Mandeyille of 
ali philosophers) had leamed to fiat- 
ter : but his flattery was sincerity. 

"Alasi" said Constance, sighing, 
" eyen if your compliment were alto- 
gether trae, you haye mentioned 
nothing that should cost me regret. 
Yanity is one source of happiness, 
but it does not suffice to recompense 
US for the absence of ali others. In 
leaying England, I leaye the scene of 
eyerlasting weariness : I am the yictim 
of a feeling of sameness, and I look 
with hope to the prospeci of chaDge.** 
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" Poor thing t " said the old pMlo- 
Bopher, gazing moamfuUy on a crea- 
ture who, 80 resplendent with adyan- 
tages, yet felt the crumpled rose-leaf 
more than the laxury of the couch. 
" Whererer you go, the same polished 
Bociety will preaent to you the same 
monotony. AH courts are alike : men 
have change in action; but to women 
of your rank, ali scenes are alike. 
You must not look without for an 
object— you must create one within. 
To be happy we must render our- 
selves independent of others." 

'* Like ali philosophers, you advise 
the ImpoBsible," Baid Constance. 

''How Boi Have not the gene- 
rality of your box their peculiar 
object? One has the wel&reof her 
children ; another the interest of her 
husband; a third makes a passion of 
economy ; a fourth of eztravagance ; 
a fifth of &Bhion; a sixth of solitude. 
Your friend yonder is always em- 
ployed in nursing her own health: 
hypochondria supplies her with an 
object; she is really happy, because 
she fancies herself ili. Every one 
you name has an object in life that 
drives away ennui, saye yourself.** 

" I haye one too/' said Constance, 
smiling, " but it does not fili up ali 
the spaces of timo. The intervals 
between the acts are longer than the 
acts themselves." 

"Is your olject religioni" aàked 
Mandeville, simply. 

Constance was startled : the ques- 
tion was novel. ''I fear not/' said 
she, after a moment's hesitation, and 
with a downcast &ce. 

"Ab I thought/' retumed Mande- 
ville. "Now listen. The reason why 
you feel weariness more than those 
around you, is solely because your 
mind is more expansive. Small 
minds easily find objects: trifles 
amuse them ; but a high soul covets 
things beyond its daily reach ; trifles 
occupy its aim mechanically ; the 
thought Btill wanderB restless. This 

No. 138. 



is the case with yoii« Your Intel- 
lect preys upon itself. You would 
bave been happier if your rank had 
been lesa ; " Constance winced^(she 
thought of Godolphin;) "for then 
you would haye been ambitious, and 
aspired to the reiy rank that now 
palls upon you." MandeviUe con- 
tinued — 

'* You women are at once debanred 
from public life, and yet influence it. ■ 
You are the prisoners, and yet the 
despots of society. Have you talenta 1 
it is criminal to indulge them in 
public : and thuB, as talent cannot be 
Btifled, it is misdirected in private : 
you seek ascendancy orer your own 
limited circle ; and what should bave 
been genius, degenerates into cun- 
ning. Brought up from your eradica - 
to diasembling, your most beautiful 
emotiona — ^your finest principles, are 
always tinctured with artifice. As 
your talenta, being stripped of their 
wings, are driven to creep along the - 
earth, and imbibe its mire and day ;. 
so are your affections perpetually 
checked and tortured into conven* 
tional pathB,and a spontaneous feeling 
is punished as a deliberate crime. 
You are untaught the broad and 
sound principles of life : ali that you 
know of moralB are ita decencies and 
forms. Thus you are incapable of 
estimating the public yirtues and the 
public deficiencies of a brother or a 
son ; and one reason why we haye no 
BrutuB, is because you haye no Portia. 
Turkey has ita seraglio for the person;. 
but Custom, in Europe, has also ai. 
seraglio for the mind." 

Constance smiled at the philoso- 
pher's paasion ; but she was a woman, 
and she was moyed by it. 

"Perhaps," said she, "in the pro- 
gress of eyents, the state of the 
women may be improyed as well aa 
that of the men." 

" DoubUess, at some future stage of 
the world. And belieye me, Lady £rp- 
ingham, politician and schemer aa you 

I 8 
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arei that bo legislative reform alone 
willimprovemaiikind: it is the social 
state which requires reformatioii.'' 

" Bot yon aaked me some miautes 
Bisce/' said ConstoDice, after a passe, 
"if the object of my pursuit vis 
relìgioB. I disappointed but not sur- 
prìsed you by my anawer." 

" Yes : you grieved me, because, in 
your case, religion woold alone fili 
the dreary Tacunm of your time. 
Far, with your enlarged and culti- 
Tated mìnd, you would not YÌew the 
grandest of earthly questiosiB in a 
narrow and sectarian light. You 
woold not think leligion eonsisted in 
a sanctified demeanour, in an osten- 
tatious alms-giving, in a hazsh jodg- 
ment of ali withont the pale of your 
opinioiis. You would behoid in it a 
benign and harmonioiis system of 
morality, whieh takes from eeremcmy 
^Mugh not to render it tedioue but im- 
pi^seiye. The school of the Bayles 
and Voltaires is annihilated. Meo 
begìn noir to feel that to phiiotopUse 
ia not to sneer. In Doubt, we are 
st^ped short at every ovtlet beyond 
the Sens^. In BeHef, lìes the seeiet 
0/ a^l our Taluable exertion. Two 
sentiments are enough to preserre 
even th« idlest temper fron stagna- 
tion — a desire and a hope. What 
then can we say of the desire to be 
useful, and the hope t^ be immertall*' 

This was language Constance had 
no4 often heard before, nor was it 
frequent in the lips of him who now 
nttered it. But aa interest in the 
fate and happlness oÌ one in wh<«i he 



saw so mueh to admire, had made 
Maadeville anzions that she aheald 
entertain some prìncii^e which ho 
conld alse eeteem« And there was a 
ferronr, a sineerity, in his Toiee and 
manner, that thrìlled to the very 
heart of Lady Erpingham. Sho 
pressed his band in silence. She 
thonght afterwarda over hia words; 
but woildly life ìs not eas^y recessi- 
ble to any lasting ìmpvessions sare 
thiose of Tanity and love. Beligìon 
has two sourees; the habii of early 
years, or the proeess of after tàoi^ht. 
Bui to Conatance had mot been &ted 
the advnatage of the first ; and how 
cm dee^ thovght of anotheF worid 
be a fiivourite- emptoymeiit with the 
sehemiDg woman of tkis ì 

This la the only time that Mande- 
ville i^pcara in thiswork: al^peof 
the nrìty of the interf«entioa of leli- 
gioue wiadoB on the soenes ef real 
lifer 

** ^ the way/' aaid Sa/ville, as, in 
d^NUEtiag, he eBcoQaAered Oomstanee 
by the deor, and made his final 
adìeus; ''hy the way, yo» will per- 
hape meet, somewh^re in Italj, my 
old yo«ng friend, Feiey Godolphin; 
He has not bees pleased te pnte of his 
whersabont te me; but I hear that he 
ha» been seen lately ai Naples." 

CoBstanée o<^uFed, and her heart 
beat violently; but she ansFfFwedin- 
diffsrently, «od tàrned awary. 

The next moming they set eff fbr 
Italy. But within ose we^ from 
that day, what a change awaited 
CoBstanee.* 
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AKBIKOir TIiri>l<CATl]>.-^9BB HOMB 09 OODOLPH» ÀND LVOILLA.— «LUOIILA I 
MIND. — THB BF9B0T OF HAPPY LOVB O» TBM ALI TALXITT. — TBH ITB 09 
FARBWBIiL.—* LUCILLA ArLOlTB.— ^ESS 09 A WOMAH'S A99BCTIDV. 



O XV0H-ABV8BS Biid higkly-fi^aiidered 
pasgioa!— Flission rather of tho soni 
tfamnthelieari: hufcefal to the pMudo- 
morftliat^ but yiewed with fivrouriag, 
ihongh not undiBerìmìnatiiig eyet by 
the ime philoaopher : brìght-winged 
«ad aagxuit AHBnxovJ It is well for 
iaols to verile thee, beoaiise thoa avi 
liable, liko other utUitiea, to abute ! 
The wind uproots tiie oak — but for 
•very oak it i^ooti, it acaiten a 
thouaand acorna. I^n «mbmeed 
the oloud» but fìram the tmbtact 
spimng a heio. Theu, too, hast tiiy 
fita of violence and stonn ; but with- 
•nt thee, life irould stagnato >— thoii« 
too, embracest thy douda ; b«t even 
thy oloada haye the demigod» for 
their ofispnng ! 

It waa the gre«t and finvaiiing 
Baififortune of Qodoiphiii'a life, that he 
had early taught himaelf te be sape- 
rior io ezertioBi Hia taleota, there- 
fore, onily preyed obi himaelf; and 
inatead of the Tigorona and daring 
actor of the vorld, he ima altemaiely 
the indolent sexumaliat or ihe solitary 
dreamer. He did not yieir the atijr 
of the gveat Babel aa » Baan with a 
whoteaoBie mÌByd ahoBld do ; aad thua 
from hia infiimttieB we draw a mend. 
The Bù>9al.i»ltot ihe woise, in that it 
•ppoaea the trite naomlitiéa of thoae 
•wlio wottld take fieoBoi action ito no- 
tive: thA mea of geùttc^ who ara not 
akto niea- of amhiiioB, are eithev hn- 
morists, or yÌBÌonarieS| or hypnehen- 
driais. 

By the side of one of the Italian 
hkm, Cbdolphia mi L««1U» &Mà 



their abode; and heie the young 

idealìet £»r aome tioae imagined him<« 

self happy. Never until now so fond 

of DAture as of citiei, he gave himself 

up to the enchantment of the £deii 

aroimd him. He spent the long 

Bonny honra of neon on the sB:iooth 

lakè, or ameng the gheltering treea by 

which it waa encircled. The soenes 

he had witneaeed in the world became 

te' him the food of quiet meditation, 

and for the first timo in his liloi 

tfaought did not yrwry him with ite 

sameness. 

Wiien hàa stepa tumed horneward» 

the anjdona foran of Lucilla waited 

for him : her eyo brightened at hia 

appoeaeh» her spirit escaped reatraint 

and boandfid into joy: aad Qodol- 

phin, tottohed by her delight, bacarne 

eager towitnessit; hefelt the magnet 

of a Home. Yet aa Uie first enthu- 

•lasm of paaaion died away, he could 

not but be aenaible that Lucilla waa 

aearoely a compaoion. Her fancy waa 

indeed Uvely, and her capacity acute ; 

but experience • had set a confined 

lijnit to her ideaa. She had nothing 

BftTe love, and a fitfol temperamene 

upon whieh ahe could draw for con- 

▼eraatlMi. Thoae whoae educatioa 

debara them firom deriving inatrae- 

tien from thinga» bave in general the 

power to extraot amnaement from 

pessona :--they ean talk of the ridi- 

euk>ua Mrs. So-and40, or the absurd 

Ifr. Biank. But ouv loven aaw no 

aociety; and thoa their comnmne waa 

threwn miAxniy oa their internai 

Nsommat 
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There was always that in tlie peca- 
liar mind of Gkxlolphin which was 
inclined towards ideas too refined and 
Biibtile even for persona of cultirated 
intellect. If Oonstance could scarcelj 
comprehend the ione of bis cliaracter, 
we may beliere that io Lucilla he 
was whoUy a mystery. This, perhaps, 
enhanced her love, but the conscioua- 
ness of it disappointed Ma. He felt 
that what he considered the noblest 
faculties he possessed were unappre- 
ciated. He was sometimes angry with 
Lucilla that she loved only those 
qualities in his character which he 
fihared with the rest of mankind. 
His speculative and ffamlet-li&e tem- 
per — (let us bere take Goethe's view 
of Hamlet, and combine a certain 
weakness with the finer traita of the 
royal dreamer) — ^perpetually deseited 
the solid world, and flew to aSrìal 
creations. He could not appreciate 
the present. Had Qodolphin loved 
Lucilla as he once thought that he 
should love her, the beauties of her 
character would have blinded him to 
ita defects ; but his passion had been 
too sudden to be thoroughlygrounded. 
It had arisen from the knowledge of 
Aer affection — ^not grown step by step 
from the naturai biaa of hia own. 
Between the interval of liking and 
posaession, love (to be durable) should 
pass through many atages. The doubt, 
the fear, the first presaure of the band, 
the first kiss, each should be an epoch 
for remembrance to cling to. In 
moments of after coolness or anger, 
the mind should fiy from the sated 
present to the million tender and 
freshening associationa of the paat. 
With theae asaociationa the affection 
renewB ila youth. How vaat a atore 
of melting refiectiona, how countleaa 
an accumulation of the spells that 
preserve constancy, does that love 
forfeit, in which the memory only 
commences with possession. 

And the more delicata and thought- 
ful our nature, the more powerful are 



theae asaociaUona. Do they not con- 
stitute the immense difference be- 
tween the lo^'e and the intrigue] Ali 
things that savour of youth make our 
most exquisite aensations, whether to 
experience, or recali: — ^thus, in the 
seasons of the year, we prize the 
spring; and in the effusione of th« 
heart, the courtahip. 

Beautiful, too, and tender — wild 
and fresh in her tendemesa — as 
Lucilla waa, there was that in her char 
racter, in addition to her want of 
education, which did not whoUy ao- 
cord with Gtodolphin'a preconception 
of the being hia fancy had conjured 
up. His calm and profound nature 
desired one in whom he could not only 
confide, but, as it were, repoae. ThuB 
one great charm that had attracted 
him to Conatance was the evenness 
and amoothneas of her temper. Bui 
the aelf-formed mind of Lucilla was 
ever in a bright, and to him a weary- 
ing agitation ;— teara and amiles per- 
petually chaaed each other. Noi 
comprehending hia character, bui 
thinking only and whoUy of htm, 
ahe distracted heraelf with conjectures 
and auapiciona, which ahe was too 
ingenuouB and too impassioned to 
conceaL After watching him for 
houra, ahe would weep that he did 
not tum from his books or his reveiy 
to search also for her, with eyes 
equally yeaming and tender aa her 
own. The fear in absence, the ab- 
sorbed devotion when presenta that 
absolutely made her ezistence— she 
waa wretched becauae he did not reci- 
procate with the aame intenaity of 
Boul. She could conceive nothing of 
love but that which ahe felt heraelf; 
and she saw, daily and hourly, that in 
that love he did not sympathise; and 
therefore she embittered her life by 
thinking that he did not return her 
affection. 

** You wrong na both,'' said he in 
anawer toher tearful accuaationa ; '' but 
our sex love differently from yonra.** 
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** Ah/' she replied, ''I feel that love 
Jiias no varieties : there is but one 
love, but there may be many counter- 
feits." 

Qodolphin smiled to think how the 
untutored daughter of nature had 
anconsciouslj uttered the sparkling 
aphorism of the most artificial of 
mazim-xnakerB.* Lucilla saw the 
€mile, and her tears flowed infitantly. 

" Thou mockest me." 

*' Thou art a litUe fool/' said Qodol- 
phin, kindly, and he kissed away the 
«tonn. 

And this was erer an easy matter. 
(There was nothing unfeminine or 
-suUen in Lucilla's irreg^lated moods ; 
a kind word— a kind caresa— 4illayed 
them in an instante and tumed the 
iransient sorrow into sparkling de- 
light. But they who know how irk- 
oome is the perpetuai trouble of con- 
ciliation to a man meditative and 
indolent like Godolphin, will appre- 
ciate the painthat even her tendomess 
occasioned him. 

There is one thing reiy noticeable 
in women when they bave once ob- 
tained the object of their life — ^the 
«udden check thatis giren to the 
impulses of their genius! — Content 
to haye found the realisation of their 
«hief hope, they do not look beyond 
to other but lesser objects, as they 
had been wont to do before. Hence 
we see so many who, before marriage, 
strike us with admiration, from the 
▼ividness of their talents, and after 
marriage settle down into the mere 
machine. We wonder that we ever 
feared, while we praised, the brilliancy 
of an intellect, that seems now never 
to wander from the limita of house 
and hearth. So with poor Lucilla; 
her restless mind and ardent genius 
had once seized on erery object within 
their reach : — she had taught herself 
music ; she had leamed the colourings 
and linea of art ; not a hook carne in 
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her way, but she would bare sought 
to extract from it a new idea. But 
she was now with Qodolphin, and aU 
other occupations for thought were 
gone; she had nothing beyond bis 
love to wish for, nothing beyond bis 
character to leam. He was the cirde 
of hope, and her heart ita centro ; ali 
lines were equal to that heart, so that 
they touched him. It is clear that 
this doYotion prevented her, howerer, 
from fitting herself to be bis compa- 
nion ; she did not seek to accomplish 
herself, but to study him : thus, in 
her eztreme love was another reason 
why that love was not adequately 
retumed. 

But Qodolphin felt ali the respon* 
sibility that he had taken on himself. 
He felt how utterly the happiness of 
this poor and solitary child — for a 
child she was in character, and almost 
in years — depended upon him. He 
roused himself, therefore, from bis 
ordinary selfishness, and rarely, if 
over, gave way to the irritation which 
she unknowingly but constantly kept 
alive. The balmy and delicious eli- 
mate, the liquid serenity of the air, 
the miy ostie repose with which Kature 
invested the loveliness that surrounded 
their home, contributed to sofben and 
cairn bis mind. And he had per- 
suaded Lucilla to look without despair 
upon bis occasionai although short 
absences. Sometimes he passed two 
or three weeks at Rome, sometimes 
at Naples or Florence. He knew so 
well how necessaiy snch intervals of 
absence are to the preservation of 
love, to the defeat of that satiety 
which creeps over us with custom, 
that he had resolutely enforced it as a 
necessity, although always under the 
excnse of business— a plea that Lu- 
cilla could understand and not resist; 
for the word business seemed to her 
like destiny — a cali that, however 
odious, we oannot disobey. At first, 
indeed, she was disconsolate at the 
absence only of two days ; but when 



118 



GODOLPSIN. 



she eaw how eagerly ber lovcr retumed 
to her, vith what a fresh charm he 
listened to her voice or her Bong, ^le 
began to confess that even in the eril 
might be good. 

By degrees he accustomed her to 
longer intervalB ; and Lucilla relieved 
the dreariness of the time by the 
thouBand little plazis aud snrprises 
"with which women delight in reeeiying 
the beloved wanderer after absence. 
His departure waB a signal for a 
change in the house, the gardens, the 
arbour ; and when she was tired with 
these Qccupationa, she waa not for- 
bidden at least to write to him and 
receive his letters. Daily intoxìea- 
tion! and men's words are so mnch 
kinder when written^ than they we 
when nttered! Fortunately- for Lu- 
cilla, her early habits, and her atrange 
qualities of mind, rendered her inde- 
pendent of companionahip and fond 
of Bolitude. 

Often Qodolphin, who cvM. not 
conceiye how persona without ed<kca- 
tion couldentertainthemselves^takkig 
pity on her loneliness and aeclosion, 
would gay, 

'' But how, Lucilla, hare yon passed 
this long day, that I haye spent away 
from you ì — ^aiBong the weoda or on 
thelàker' 

And Lndlla, delighied to reeonnt 
to him the hiatoiy of ber hours, would 
go over each jpi^id^t» and body forth 
every thoQght that had oecuirtìd to 
her, with a grare and serìoufl minute- 
nesa that erinced her capabilitie» of 
dispensing with the world. 

In this manner they paased. some- 
what more than two yeais; and, in 
apite of the human alloy, it was pet- 
hapa the happiest period of Qodol- 
phin'a Ufe, and the one that the leaat 
diaappointed hia too^xaoting ima^- 
nation. I^ocilla had had onedaughter, 
but she died a few weeka after birth. 
^e wept over the periahed flewer, 
but waa not inconaolable ; £or, beibre 
ita loaa^ she had taugl^ heraelf io 



think no afflictìon could be ìrremedi- 
able that did nothappen to€k>dalpkin. 
Perhapa Godolphin waa the more 
grieved of the two ; men of his cfaa- 
ràcter are fond of the ocoupation of 
watching the growth of minda : they 
put in practice their chimeras of edu*- 
cation. Happy ohUd, to bave eaoaped 
an experiment ! 

It was the ève before one of Gkodc^ 
phin's periodical ezcursiona, and i& 
was Bome that he proposed to visit ; 
Gk>dolphin had lingered about the 
lake until the sun had set; and 
Lucilla, grown impatient, went forth 
to seek him. The day had been 
sultry, and now a sombre and breathr 
less cairn hung over the deepenìni^ 
ève. The pinea» those gloomy childreft 
of the foresi, whieh shed somethìng 
of melanckoly and somewhai of àbestm- 
nesa vrer the brighter featurea of aa 
Italiaa hmdaeape, drooped heavUy ìa 
the breezeleaa air. As afae carne o^a 
the border of Hie lake, ita wavea laj 
dark and voicelesa ; only, ai intervafa^ 
the mri, freiiing along the pebUea^ 
made a low aUd dveaiy aonod» or from 
the ireea aome Ungexìng aongster 
aent forth a idirUl and momentaiy 
note, and then again ali became 

4< Ah atoMBplMre witiiout a bfetttb, 
A Bitezioe«le^pixig thare." 

There was a spot where ihe treea^ 
reoedùg in a ling, loft some baie and 
huge £Ragmenta of stone imcovexed 
by verdure. li was the only spot 
around that rioh and luxuriant aeene 
that waa not in harmeny wàth the 
aoft spirìt of the place : m^ghìt I in- 
dulge a fancìful comparison, I should 
say that it was Uke one desolate «ad 
grey remembraaoe in the midat of a 
career of pleasure. On this spot 
Godolphin now atood alone, lookkiig 
along the stili and purple waiera that 
lay before him. Lucilla, with a Ughi 
step, climbed the rugged stones, and, 
touching hia shoulder, reproached 
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him with a tender jdayfttlneBB fsr bis 
iruancy. 

" Lucilla," said hd, when peaoe was 
restored, " what impresaioBs doei this 
dreaiy and prophetic pause of sature, 
before tlie upgaUiering of the atorm, 
create in youl Does it inq>ire you 
witli melancholy, or thougbt, or 
fear 1 " 

''Isee my star/' answered Lucilla, 
pointing to a far and solitary orb^ 
wbicb bang islanded in a sea of cloud, 
tbat Bwept slowly and blackly onward : 
— '^ I see mj star, and I tbink more 
oX tbat little ligbt tban of tbe ^arkneee 
around it." 

"But it will presently be buried 
among tbe cloodB," said Qodolpbin, 
smiling at tbat Buperstition wbicb 
Lucilla bad borrowed froxn hw 
fatber. 

'' But tbe doudi pass away, aad the 
Btar endures.*' 

'' You are of a Bang^aine notare, n^ 
Lucilla." LaciUa ù^ed. 

*' Wby tbat sigb, deareat 1 " 

" Beoause I an thinking bow little 
even tbose wbo love ub moat, know of 
US I I never teli my disq[uùet and 
Borrow. Tbefe aro iimea wiken tbou 
wouldBt Bot tbink me too waimly 
addicted to bopo 1 " 

" And wbat, poor idler, ba?e yon to 
fearl" 

'' Hast tbou never lielt it poBBibfe 
tbat tbou oouldat love me Iobs ) " 

"Noveri" , 

Lucilla raÌBod ber largo searebiag 
eyes, and gazed eagerly on bla laco, 
but in its calm features and plaoid 
brow she Baw no ground Sor augury, 
wbctber propitious or eviL Sbe 
tumed vtray. 

"I cannet think^ Lncilb»>" said 
>Godolpbin, 'Hkat you eyer direct 
tbose tbougbts of yours, wanderi&g 
althougb tbey be, to tbe futuro. Do 
ib^ over eztend to tbe Bpaoe of -Boiae 
ten or twenty yoar& f " 

"No. But one year mi^ ooatun 
tbe wbole biBtory of my futiwe." 



Ab Bbe apoke» tbe cloudf gaiherod 
togetber round tbe Bolìtary bìmx to 
wbiob Lucilla bad p(Hnted. Tbe 
storm was at band; tbey felt ite 
approacb, and tumed bomeward. 

Tbere is aometbing more tban or- 
dinarì^y feazful in the tempeata tbat 
vÌBit tbose soft and garden climoB. 
Tbe nn&oquency of sucb violent 
obanges in tbe mood of nature B&rvm 
to appai US as witb an omen ; it la 
like a Budden affliction in tbe midat 
of bappineBs--or a wound frosa. tbo 
band of one we love. For tbe etroke 
for wbicb we are not prepared we 
bave ralbior despondeacy tban rofiiot- 
anee. 

Ab tbey reacbed tboir bome, tbe 
beavy rain-drc^s began to &1I. Tbey 
Btood for some minutes at tbe oaae- 
ment, watcbing tbe coruscatiònfl of 
tbe ligbtning as it played over tbe 
black and beavy waten of tbe lake. 
Lucilla^ wbom Uie influences of natni» 
always strangely and mysterious^ 
affected, clung pale and almost trem> 
bllng to Godolpbin ; but even in ber 
ioar tbere was deligbt in being so 
near to bim, in wbose love alone sbe 
tbougbt tbere was protootion. Obi 
wbat lozuzy so dcar to a woman as ìb 
tbe BoiiBe of depe&denool Poor 
Lucilla! it was tbe last ovening Bbe 
evor Efwnt witb one wbom Bbe wor- 
sbipped so entirely. 

Oodolpbia remained up longer tban 
Lucilla: when be joinod ber in ber 
room, tbo atoim bad oeasod ; and be 
lound ber standing by tbe open win- 
dow, and gaxing on tbe àkioB tbat 
were now brìgbt and Berene. Far in 
the doep Btillness gì midnigbt crept 
tbe wateffB of tbe lake, busbod once 
more into silence, and reflecting the 
BoAemn aad un&tbomabk atara. Tbat 
cfaain of bills, wbicb but to namo, 
awabenB oountlesB momorìeB of ro- 
mance, stretcbed bobind — tbeir bine 
and dim aummits melting into tbe 
BkioBj and over one, bigber tban tbe 
rest, paused tbe new-risen moon, 



120 



GODOLPHIN. 



silvering the firs beneath, and farther 
^down, breaking, with one long and 
yet mellower track of light, oYer the 
-vraters of the lake. 

As Godolphin approached, he did 
Bo, unconsciously, with a hushed and 
noiselesB step. There ìs something 
in the quiet of nature like worship ; 
it is aa if, from the breathless heart of 
Things, went up a prayer or a homage 
to the Arch-Creator. One feels sub- 
dued by a stiUness so utter and so 
august ; it eztends itself to our own 
sensationSj and deepens into an awe. 

Both, then^ looked on in silence, 
indulging it may be different thonghts. 
At length, LucUla saidBoftly :—" Teli 
me, hast thou really no faith in my 
father*B creedl Are the stara quite 
dumbl la there no truth in their 
moyements^ no prophecy in their 
lustre?" 

" My Lucilla, reason and ezperience 
teli US that the astrologers nurse a 
dream that has no reality." 

" Beason \ well \ — iGcperìenee ! — 
-why, didnot t^^&ther's mortai illness 
hurry thee from home at the yery 
tiroe in which mirie foretold thy 
departure and ita cause 1 I was then 
but a child ; yet I shall neyer foiget 
the,palenes8 of thy check vhen my 
father uttered bis prediction." 

** l, too^ was almost a child then, 
Lucilla." 

" But that prediction was rerified V 

"It was so; but how many did 
Yolktman utter that were never 
Terifiedl In true science there are 
no chances — ^no uncertainties." 

"And my father/' sud Lucilla^ 
unheeding the answer, " always fore- 
told that thy lot and mine were to be 
entwined." 

" And the prophecy, perhaps, dis- 
posed you to the &ct Tou might 
never bare loved me, Lucilla, if your 
thoughts had not been driven to 
dwell upon me by the prediction." 

"Nay; I thought of thee before I 
iiesrd the prophecy." 
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But your father foretold m,e, 
dearest— >crosB and disappointment in 
my love — ^was he not wrong 1 am I 
not blest with you ? " 

Lucilla threw herself into ber 
loYcr's arms, and, as she kissed him, 
murmured, ** Ah, if I covld make thee 
happy!" 

The next day, Gk>dolphin departed 
for Home. Lucilla was more dejected 
at bis departure than ehe had been 
CTcn in bis earliest absence. The 
winter was now slowly approaching, 
and the weather was cold and dreary. 
That year it was unusually rainy and 
tempestuous, and as the wild gusta 
howled around ber solitaiy home-» 
how solitary now !— or she heard the 
big drops hunying down on the 
agitated lake, she shuddered at ber 
own despondent thoughts, anddreaded 
the gloom and loneliness of the length- 
ened night. For the first time since 
she had liyed with Godolphin she 
tumed, but disconsolately, to the 
company of books. 

Works of ali sorta fiUed their home, 
but the speli that once spoke to ber 
from the page was broken. If the 
hook was not of loye, it posaessed no 
interest;— ifof love, ahe thought the 
description both tame and false. Ko 
one eyer painted love so as fuUy to 
satisfy another: — to some it is too 
florid — ^to some too oommon-place ; 
the god, like other gods, has no like- 
ness on earth; and eyery waye on 
which the star of passion beams, 
breaks the lustre into difiTerent re- 
fractions of light. 

As one day she was tuming listlessly 
oyer some books that had been put 
aside by Godolphin in a closet, and 
hoping to find one that contained, as 
sometimes happened, bis comments 
or at least bis marks — she was 
somewhat startled to find among them 
seyeral volumes which she remem- 
bered to bave belonged to ber father. 
Godolphin had bought them after 
Yolktman's death, and put them by 
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M relics of hU singular friend, &nd as 
■amples of the laborìous and self- 
willed aberration of the human Intel- 
lect. 

Few axnong these works could 
Lucilla comprehend, for they were 
chiefly in other tongues thanthe only 
two with which ahe was acquainted. 
But some, amongwhich weremanu- 
Bcrìpts by her father, beautifully 
written, and curìously ornamented, 
(flome of the chief works on the yainer 
ficiencea are only to be found in manu- 
script,) she could contrìve to decipher 
by a little asaistance from her memoiy, 
in recalling the signs and hierogly- 
phica which her father had often 
explained to her, and, indeed, caused 
ber to copy out for him in hia calou- 
lationa. Alwaya posseflsing an un- 
tazed and unquestioned belief in the 
astrai powers, ahe now took some 
interest in reading of their myateries. 
Her £ither, secretly, perhaps, hoping 
io bequeath hia name to thegratitude 
of some future Hermes, had in his 
manuscripts reduced into a system 
many scattered theories of others, and 
many dogmas of his own. Over these, 
for they were simpler and easier than 
the crabbed and mystical specnlations 
in the printed books, she more espe- 
dally pored ; and she waa not sorry 



at finding fresh reasons for her un- 
ttttored adoration of the stara and 
apparitions of the heavens. 

Stili, however, these bewildering 
researches made but a amali part, 
comparatiyely speaking, of the occu- 
pation of her thoughts. To write to, 
and bear from, Godolphin had beeome 
to her more necessary than ever, and 
her lettera were fuUer and more 
minute in their details of love than 
even in the period of their first 
passion. Wouldst thou know, if the 
woman thou lovest stili loves thee, 
trust not her spoken words, her 
present smiles; ezamine her lettera 
in absence, see if she dwells, as she 
once did, upon trifles — but trìfles 
relating to thee. The things which 
the indifferent forget are among the 
most treaaured meditations of love. 

But Lucilla was not satisfied with 
the lettera — frequent as they were — 
that she receiyed in answer; they 
were kind, affectionate, but the some- 
thing waa wanting. ** The beat part 
of beauty is that which no picture can 
express." That which the heart most 
asks, is that which no words can con- 
yey. Honeaty — patriotism — religion 
— these bare had their hypocrites for 
life, — ^but passion permits only mo- 
mentary dissemblers. 
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OODOLPHIN AT SOMS. — THE CTCBS FOR A MOUIIS) II^SALIBX. — ^RIS SKBABftAaSmin* 
IN RBOARD TO LUCILLA. — THE RENOOKiatl WITH AK OLD VRZSFB. — ^TTBB 
C0L0S8EXJK. — ^A 9T7KPBISE. 



GoDOLPHiK arrived at Bome: it was 
thronged with English. Among them 
were some whom he remembered with 
esteem in England. He had grown a 
little weary of his long solitude, and 
he entered with eagemess ìnto the 
society of those who coarted him. He 
was stili an object of great interest to 
the idle; and as men grow older, they 
become less able to dispense with 
attention. He was pleased to find his 
own importance, and he taeted the 
Bweets of coxnpamonship with more 
gast than he had yet done. His 
talents, baried in obscnrìty, and nn- 
called forUi by the society of liocilla, 
were now perpètnally tempted into 
action, and sthnnlated by reward. It 
had never before appeared to him so 
chaimdng a thing to shine ; for, before, 
he had been sated with evea th«t 
pleasure. Now, from long relaxatton, 
it had become new; vanity had re- 
covered its nice perception. He was 
no longer so absorbed as he had been 
by TÌsionary images. He had given 
his fancy food in his long solitude, 
and with its wild co-mate ; and being 
somewhat disappointed in the result, 
the liying world became to him a 
fairer prospect than it had seemed 
while the world of imagination was 
untried. Nothing more confirms the 
health of the mind, than indulging 
its favourite infirmity to its own cure. 
So Goethe, in his memoirs, speaking 
of Werther, remarks, that *' the com- 
position of that extravagant work 
cared his character of extravagance." 
GodolphiQ thonght often of Lucilla; 



bnt perhaps, if the tmth of his hestt 
were known even to himself, a certaÀ 
sentiment of pain and hnmilistioa 
was assodated with the tendeioess of 
his remembrance. With her he had 
led a life, romantic it is trae, bict 
somewhat effeminate ; and he thongiit 
now, Borronnded by the gay mi4 
fireshening tide of the world, some- 
what mawkish in its romance. He 
did not ezpetìence a deshre to return 
to tlie stiil lake and the gloomy pines; 
—-he felt that Lacilla did not soffice 
to make Mb world. He wovM ha/re 
wished to biing her to Home ; te lire 
with her more in pnhHc than he bei. 
hitherte dome; to conjoin, in fiborly 
her society, with the more recreatìre 
disstpstien of the world : bnt there 
weie Biaay olistaeles to this pian in 
hn fastidioos imagifiation. Se new 
to the woiid, its wiiys, its fashions, se 
strange and infantine in ali things, 
as Lucilla was, he trembled to expose 
her inexperience to the dangers that 
would beset it. He knew that his 
"friends" would pay very little re- 
spect to her reserre ; and that for one 
so lovely and unhackneyed, the snares 
of the wildest and most subtle adepts 
of intrigue would be set. Godolphin 
did not underyalue Lucilla's pure and 
devoted heart ; but he knew that the 
only sure antidote agaìnst the dangers 
of the world is the knowledge of the 
world. There was nothing in Lucilla 
that ever promised to attain that 
knowledge; her very nature seemed 
to depend on her ignorance of the 
nature of others. Joined to this fear. 
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and a eonfdaed aentiment of dellcacy 
towards ber, a certain remoraeful 
feeling in himself xnade him dislike 
bringing their eonnexion immediately 
before the curious and malignant 
world : so much had cirouinsiaiioe, 
and Lucilla's own self-willed temper 
and uncalculating lore, contrìbuied 
to drive the poor girl into bis arma, 
—and Bo truly bad he cboaen the 
generouB noi the selfisb pari, until 
passion and nature were ezpoeed to a 
temptation tbat conld bave been witb- 
Btood by none but the a^berent to 
Btemer principles thaa he (the crea- 
ture of indolence and feding) bad 
ever clung to— >tbat CkKlolphin» yiew- 
ing bis babits — bla education — bis 
wbole bias and frame of mlnd — the 
estimates and customs of the worìd>-^ 
may not, perbaps, be very r^gidly 
judged for the nature of bis tie to 
Lucilla. But I do not seek to excuse 
it, nor did be irbolly excuse it to 
himself. The image of Volktanan 
often ocourred to bim, and always in 
leproach. làring with Lucilla in a 
spot only trod by Italians,80 indulgm&t 
io love, and where the wbisper of 
fibame could neyer reach her ear, or 
awaken Ma remOTse, her state did not^ 
bowerer, aeeoi to ber or himself do* 
graded, and the purity c^ it&r glrliah 
mind almost forbade the intrusion «f 
the idea. But to bring her Into 
public— amo«g bis own countiymen 
—and to lòel tbat the generous and 
doToted gif], now so uncobseious of 
■in, would be rated by Engìiah e^es 
with the basest and most abandoned 
of the sex,-— with the glerìfiers in vice 
or the bypocrites for BMm^>-*-this 
was a thought which he ecróld ikot 
contemplate, and wbioh he felt he 
would rather pass bis life in solitude 
than enduro. But this very feeling 
gaye an embarrassment te bis situa- 
tion with LueiUay aad yet more 
fizedly combined her image with thai 
of a wearìsome seclusion and an 
eternai enmtù 



From the thought of Lucilla» ooii- 
pled with ita many embarrassments, 
Godolphin tumed with avidity to the 
easy ei\)oymenta of life— ei\)oymentt 
tbat ask no care aad dispenae with 
the trouble of reflectsen. 

But among the viùton to Beone, 
the one whoae sight gave to Godolphin 
the greatest pleasure was bis old fiiend 
Augustufi ^yille. A deoaying con* 
stituiàon, and a puhnonary attaek im 
eapecial, had driven the acoompliahed 
Toluptuary to a warmer climate. Tbt 
meeting of the two friends was quite 
cbaracteristic : it was at a wvrie ai 
an English house. Baville had m^ 
naged to get up a whist-table. 

" Look, fiaville, there is Godolphaa, 
your old friend !" cried the host, who 
was looking on the game, and waittng 
tocut in. 

''Histl" said SavUle; "don't di- 
rect bis attention to me until alter 
tbeoddtrick!" 

Notwithstandlng this ooolness when 
a point was in question, Saville waa 
extremely glad to meet bia former 
pu|>il. They retived into a corner of 
the room, and talked oyer the worid. 
Godolphin bastened to tum the eoa* 
▼«ssation on Lady Erpingbam. 

''Ab!" said SaviUe, "I see from 
your queationsy and yot more yevr 
tone of ▼«ice, tbat although it is now 
aererai years «nee you mot, you stili 
preaerre the sealimeAt— tke weakneaa 
—Ab!— bah!" 

" Pshaw I" said <aodolpbin ; " I owe 
her revenge, not love. But Erpàd^^ 
baml Does idke loro hìm? He is 
haadaome." 

^^ Erpingbam 1 Wbat — you bave 
itot board " 

'' Heard whatr' 

"Oh, nething: buty pardo» ma^ 
iiiey wait for me «t t'ho card-table. I 
should like to stay with you, but you 
know OBBe must not be selfish; tàa 
taUe would be bffokea up witàout me. 
Ko virtue without self-saerifioe— ehV 

''But <«e moment» Wbat is the 
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matter vith the Erpingliamsl bave 
they quarrelledl" 

" Quarrelled ì — ^bah ! Quarrelled — 
no ; I dare say she likes him better 
now tban ever sbe did before.'* And 
Saville limped awaj io tbe table. 

Godolpbin remained for some time 
abstracted and tbougbtful. At length, 
just as he was going away, Saville, 
wbo, havìng an nnplayable band and 
a bad partner, bad somewbat lost bis 
interest in tbe game, looked up and 
beckoned to bìm. 

" Godolpbin, my dear fellow, I am 
io escort a lady to see the lions to- 
morrow; a widow — a rich widow; 
bandsome, too. Do, for cbarity'B sake, 
accompany us, or meet us at tbe Coloa* 
Beum. How well tbat sonnds — eb? 
About two." 

Godolpbin refused at first, but being 
pressed, assented. 

Not surrounded by tbe lesser glories 
of modem Rome, but girt witb tbe 
migbty desolation of tbe old City of 
Romulus, stands tbe most wonderful 
monument, perbaps, in tbe vorld, of 
imperiai magnificence — tbe Flayian 
Ampbitbeatre, to wbicb, it bas been 
believed, tbe colossai statue of tbe 
worst of emperors gave tbat name 
(tbe Colosseum), allied witb tbe least 
ennobling remembrances, yet giving 
food to tbe loftiest tboughts. Tbe 
least ennobling remembrances; for 
vhat can be more degrading tban tbe 
amusements of a degraded people, 
wbo resenred meekness for tbeir ty- 
rants, and lavisbed ferocity on tbeir 
sbows ? From tbat of tbe wild beast 
to tbat of tbe CbrìsUan martyr, blood 
bas been tbe only sanctification of tbis 
tempie to tbe Aris. The history of 
the Fast broods like an air over those 
migbty arehes ; but Memory can find 
no reminiscence worthy of tbe spot 
The ampbitbeatre was not built until 
history bad become a record of the 
vice and debasement of the human 
race. The Faun and tbe Dryad had 
deserted the earth; no sweet super- 



stition, tbe faith of the grotto and the 
green bill, could stamp witb a delicate 
and undying speli tbe labours of man. 
Nor could tbe ruder but august vir« 
tues of tbe beroic age gire to tbe tra- 
dition of the arch and column some 
stirring remembrance or exalting 
thought Kot only tbe warmtb of 
fancy, but tbe greatness of soul was 
gone : the only triumph left to genius 
was to fix on its page the gloomy 
vices which made tbe annals of tbe 
world. Tacitus is tbe Historìan of 
the Colosseum. But tbe yery dark- 
ness of tbe past gives to the tboughts 
excited within tbat immense pile a 
lofty but mournful cbaracter. A senso 
of vastness, for wbicb, as we gaze, we 
cannot find words, but which be- 
queaths tboughts tbat our bigher 
fiiculties would not willingly forego, 
creeps within us as we gaze on tbis 
Titan relic of gigantic crimes for erer 
passed away from tbe world. 

And not only within the scene, but 
around the scene, wbat Toices of old 
float upon the air I Yonder the tri- 
umphal arch of Constantine, its Co- 
rinthian arcades, and the history of 
Tn^an sculptured upon its marble; 
the dark and gloomy verdure of the 
Palatine ; tbe ruins of the Palace of 
the CaesarH; the Hount of Fable, of 
Fame, of Luxury, (the Three Epochs 
of Nations ;) tbe habitation of Satum ; 
the home of Tully; the site of the 
Golden House of Nero ! Look at your 
feet, — look around ; the waving weed, 
the broken column — Time*s witness, 
and tbe Earthquake's. In tbat con- 
trast between grandeur and decay,— 
in tbe unutterable and awful solemnity 
tbat, while rife witb the records of 
past ages, is sad also witb tbeir ravage, 
you bave felt the nature of etemity ! 

Through tbis yast ampbitbeatre, 
and giving way to such meditations, 
Gk)dolphin passed on alone, tbe day 
after bis meeting witb Sayille; and 
at the hour he had promised the 
latter to seek him, he mounted the 
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wooden staircase which conduets the 
Btranger to the wondera above the 
arena, and by one of the arches that 
looked over the stili pines that slept 
afar off in the sun of neon, he saw a 
female in deep mouming, whom 
Sanile appearcd to be addressing. 
He joined them ; the female turned 
round, and he beheld, pale and aad- 
dened, but how glorioua stili, the face 
of Constance i 

To him the interview was unez- 
pected, by ber foreseen. The colour 
flushed over ber cheek, the voice sank 
inaudible within. But Qodolphin's 
emotion was more powerfìil and un- 
controlied: violent tremblings lite- 
rally shock him as he stood: he 
gasped for breath : the sight of the 
deaid retumed to earth would haye 
affected him less. 

In this immense min — ^in the spot 
where, most of earth, man feels the 
insignificance of an individuai life, or 
of the rapid years over which it ex- 
tends, he had encountered, suddenly, 
the being who had coioured ali bis 
existence. He was reminded at once 
of the grand epoch of bis life, and of 
its utter unimportance. But these 
are the thoughts that would occur 
rather to us than him. Thought at 
that moment was an intolerable flash 
that burst on him for an instant, and 
then left ali in darkness. He clung 
to the shattered corridor for support. 
Constance seemed touched and sur- 
prlsed by so oyerwhelming an emo- 
tion, and the habitual hypocrisy in 
which women are reared, and by 



which they leam to conccal the sen- 
timents they experience, and affect 
those they do not, came to ber assist- 
ance and bis own. 

" It ifl many years, Mr. Qodolphin," 
said sbe in a collected but soft voice, 
** since we met" 

'* Years 1 " repeated Godolphin, 
vaguely ; and approaching ber with a 
slow and faltering step. "Years! 
you bave not numbered them 1 " 

Saville had retired a few steps on 
Qodolphin's arrivai, and had watehed 
with a sardonie yet indifferent smile 
the proof of bis friend's weakness. 
He now joined Qodolphin, and said, — 

"Yoa must forgive me, my dear 
Qodolphin, for not apprising you be- 
fore of Lady Erpingham's arrivai at 
Rome. But a delight is perbaps the 
greater for being sndden." 

The word Erpingham thrilled dis- 
pleasingly througb Qodolphin's veins^ 
in some measure it restored him to 
himself. He bowed coldly, and mut- 
tered a few eeremonlous words ,- and 
while he was yet speaking, some 
stragglers that had belonged to Lady 
Erpingham's party came up. For- 
tunately, perbaps, for the self-posses- 
sion of both, they, the once lovers, 
were separated from each otber. But 
whenever Constance turned ber glance 
to Qodolphin, sbe saw those largo, 
searching, melancholy eyes, whose 
power sbe well recalled, fixed un» 
movingly on ber, as seeking to read 
in her check the bistory of the years 
which had ripened its beauties — for 
another 1 
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CHAPTER XXXVL 



WALOGUB BETWEBN GODOLPHIH AND SA VILLE. — CfEMAIN KVBKTS KXPIAITOID.-^ 



SAYILLE S AP0L06T FOB A BAD HEABT.- 
FOB LADY EBPINOHAM. 



-GODOLPHINS G0N7USED SENXIUENXS 



" GooD Heavens ! Constance Veraon 
once more free ! " 

** And did you not really know it 1 
Your retreat by the lake must bare 
been indeed Bec^sion. It is seyen 
montha since Lord Erpingham died." 

" Do I dream ì " murmured Qodol- 
phin, a» he strode hnrriedly to and 
fro the apartment of his friend. 

Saville, stretched on the Bota,, di- 
Terted himeelf with mixing snu^ on 
a little table beside him. Nothing is 
80 monmfally amusing in life as to-see 
what trifles l^e most etriking oecniv 
rences to us appear to our friends. 

"* Bu V Baid Saville, not looking up, 
**you seem very inenrions to know- 
how he died, and where 1 You must 
leam that Erpingham had two ruling 
paesions — one fbr horses, the otker 
for fiddlers* In setting off fbr Italy 
he ezpected, naturally enongh, to find 
the latter, but he thonght he might 
as weU export the formar. He aoeord- 
ingly iìlled theyessel with quadrupeds, 
and the second day after landing he 
diverted the tedinm of a foreign dime 
with a gentle ride. He met with a Mi, 
and was brought home speechless. 
The Iosa of speech was not of great 
importance to his acquaintance ; but 
he died that night, and the Iosa of 
his life was! — for he gave very fair 
dinners — ah,— -bah 1" And Saville 
inhaied the £:agrance of a new 
mixture. 

Saville had a very pleasant way of 
telling a story, particularly if it re- 
lated to a friend's death, or some such 
agreeable incident. "Poor Lady 



Erpingham was exceedingly shocked; 
and well she might be, for I don't 
think weeds become ber. She came 
bere by slow stages, in order that the 
iUustrioua Dead might chase away 
the remembrance of the deceased." 

" Your heart has not improved, 
Saville." 

''Heart! What 's that 1 0,athing 
servant-maids bave, and break fbr 
John the footman. Heart ! my dear 
fellow, you i^e tumed eanter, and 
make use of words without meaning.** 

Godolphin was not prepared fora 
eonversation of thia order; and Saville, 
in Bomewhat a more serious air, con- 
tinued : — ^"Bvery person, Godolphin, 
taiks about the world! The world! 
it conveys difierent meanings to each, 
according to the nature of that circle 
which makes his world. But we ali 
agree in one thing,— 4he worldlinesa 
of the world. New, no man's world 
is so void of alFection as our's — ^the 
polished, the courtly, the great world : 
the higher the air, the more pemicious 
to vegetation. Our very charm, our 
very flocinatìon, depends upon a cer* 
tain moekery ; a subtile and fine ridi- 
cule on ali persons and ali things 
constitutes the essence of our eonver- 
sation. Judge if that tono be friendly 
to the seriousness of the affections. 
Some poor dog among us marries, 
and household plebeianisms corrupt 
the most refined. Oustom attachea 
the creature to his ugly wife and his 
squalling children; he grows affec- 
tionate, and becomes out of £ishion. 
But we single men, dear Godolphin, 



fc^-^ - 'm^ 



GODOLPHIN. 



127 



bare no one to oare !br bui ounelTes : 
the deaths that bappeB, luilike the 
tiea that fall from tho married man, 
do Bot interfere with onr domeatio 
eomforts. We miss no one to make 
eur tea, or give iis our appetite-pills 
before dlnner. Our loaees are noè 
Intimate and honsehold. >ye shrug 
onr shonlders, and are not a whit the 
worie fbr tbem. Thns, for waat of 
grieving, and caring, and fretting, we 
«re happj enongh to grow—Kìome, I 
wiN nse a& epithet to please yon-*- 
bard-hearted ! We congeal inio pbì- 
loflophy; and are we not tben wise 
in adopting this life of isolalion and 
indifferenceV 

Godolphin, wrapt in refièction, 
seareely heeded the Toluptuary, bui 
SaTille continued: he had grown to 
that height in loneliness, ^at heoTen 
lored talking to himselfi 

^ Yes, wise ! For this world is so 
fllled with the selfish, that he who le 
not so labours under a disad^antage. 
27or are we the worse for our apathy. 
H we jest at a man's misfortune, we 
do not do it to hi» &ce. Why not 
cut of the ili, which is misfortune, 
eztract good, which is amusementl 
Three men in this room are made 
cheerful by a jest at a broken leg in 
the nezt : Is the broken leg the worse 
for it 1 No ; but the three men are 
made merry by the jest : Is the jest 
wicked, thenl Nay, it is a benevo- 
lenoe. But some cry, ' Ay, but this 
habit of disregarding misfortnnes 
blunts your wills when you have the 
power torelierethem.' Belierel was 
ever such delusioni What can we 
relleye in the rast mass of human 
misfortunes 1 As well might we take 
a drop from the ocean, and cry, 'Ha, 
ha 1 we bave lessened the sea T What 
are even your public charities 1 what 
your best institutions ? How few of 
the multitude are relieved at ali ; how 
few of that few relieyed permanently 1 
Men die, suffer, starye just as soon, 
and just as numerously; these public 



institutioBs ars oaly trees for the 
public conscienoe to go to roost upon. 
No, my dear fellow, eTeiything I see 
in the world Bays», Tokt eart of thyself, 
This is the true moral of lifo ; erery 
one who minds it gets on, thriyeif, 
and £M)tens ; they who don't come to 
US to borrow money, if gentlemen ; or 
fUt upon the parish, if plebeians. / 
mind it, my dear Oodolphin ; I bare 
minded it ali my life ; I am Tery con- 
tented — content is the sign of virtue, 
—ah,— bah I" 

Tee; Conatanee was a widow. The 
band of ber whom Percy Godolphin 
had lo?ed so passlonaiely, and whose 
Toice even new thrìlled to bis inmost 
heart, and awakened the echoes that 
had siept for years, it was once more 
withìn ber power to beetow, and with- 
in bis to demand. What a host of 
emotions this thought gare birth to 1 
Like the eoming of the Hindoo god, 
she had appeared, and lo, tiiere was a 
new world I "And her look," he 
thought, " was kind, her voice ftiU of 
a gentle promise, her agitation was 
TisiblOk She loves me stili. Shall I 
fly to her feetl Shall I press for 
hopel And, ohi what, what happl- 
ness I but Lucilia /" 

This recoUection was indeed a bar- 
rier that nerer failed to present itself 
to every prospect of hope and Joy 
which the imago of Constance coloured 
and called forth. Even for the object 
of bis first love, could he desert one 
who had forsaken ali for him, whose 
life was, wrapt up in bis a£^tiont 
The Tery coolness with which he waa 
sensible he had retumed the attach- 
ment of this poor girl, made him 
more alive to the duties he owed her. 
If not bound to her by marriage, he 
considered with a generosity — ^barely, 
in truth, but justice, yet how rare in 
the world — ^that the tie between them 
was sacred, that only death could dis- 
solve it. And now that tie was, per- 
haps, ali that held him from attidning 
the dream of his past life. 



128 



GODOLPHIN. 



Absorbed in tlieee ideas, €k>doIphm 
contrìved to let Sayille's unsympa- 
thising discourse gilde unheeded along, 
without reflecting its images on the 
sense, until the name of Lady Erping- 
ham again awakened his attention. 

" You are going to her this even- 
ing," Baid Saville; "and you may 
thank me for that ; for I asked you if 
you were thither bound in her hear- 
ing, in order to force her into granting 
you an invitation. Bhe only sees her 
most intimate Menda — ^you, me, and 
Lady Charlotte Deerham. Widows 
are shy of acquaintance during their 
first affliction. I always manage, 
howerer, to be among the admitted — 
caustic ifi good for some wonnds/' 

" Kay/' said Godolphin, smiling, 
'' it is your friendly disposition that 
makes them sure of sympathy/' 

" You bave hit it. But," continued 
Saville, " do you think Madame likely 
to marry again, or shall you yourself 
adventure ? Erpingham has left her 
nearly his whole fortune." 

Irritated and impatient at Saville's 
tone, Godolphin rose. " Betwecn you 



and me," said Saville, in wiahing him 
good-by, " I don't think she will ever 
marry again. Lady Erpingham is 
fond of power and liberty ; even the 
young Godolphin — and you are net 
so handsome as you were — ^will find it 
a hopeless suit." 

"Pshaw !" muttered Godolphin, as 
he departed. But the last words of 
Saville had created a new feeling in 
his breast. It was then possible, nay, 
highly probable, that he might bave 
spared himself the contest he had 
undergone, and that the choice be- 
tween Lucilla and Constance might 
never be permitted him. ''At ali 
events," said he, almost aloud, " I will 
see if this conjecture be trae : if Con- 
stance, yet remembering our early 
love, yet feeling for the years of secret 
pining which her ambition bequeathed 
me, i^ould appear willing to g^rant me 
the atonement fate has placed witbìn 
her power, then, then it will be time 
for this self-sacrifice." 

The social relations of the sex often 
make men villanous — ^they more often 
make them weak. 
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CHAPTEK XXXVII. 



AN ITUriKO WITH 0ON8TAV01. 



OovBTAircn's heart was in her eyes 
when she saw Gkxlolphin that evening. 
8he had, it is trae, as Sanile obBerved, 
been compelled by common courtesy 
to inyite him; and although there was 
an embarrassment in their meeting, 
who Bhall imagìne that it did not biing 
to Constanoe more of pleasure than 
pain 1 She had been deeply shocked 
by Lord £rpingham*B sudden death : 
thej had not been congenial minds, 
bat the great bave an adrantage 
denled to the lesa wealthy orders. 
Among the former, a husband and 
wife need not weary each other with 
Constant companionshipa ; different 
establishmeniSi different hours, dif- 
ferent pursuits, allow them to pass 
life in great meaaure apart» so that 
there is no neceseity for hatred, and 
indifferenoe is the eoldest feeling 
which cuBtom indncos. 

Stili in the prime of youth, and at 
the zenith of her beauty, ConRtance 
was now independent. She was in 
the enjoyment of the irealth and rank 
her early habitaof thought had deemed 
indispensable, and ahe now for the 
first timo possessed the power of 
sharing them with whom she pleased. 
At this thonght how naturally her 
heart flew back to Qodolphin 1 And 
while she now ' gazed, although by 
stealth, at his countenance, as he sat 
at a little distance from her, and in 
his tum watched for the tokens of 
past remembrance, she was deeply 
touched by the change Qìghi as it 
seemed to others) which years had 
brought to him ; and in recalling the 
emotlon he had testified at meeting 
her, she suffered her heart to soften. 

No. 139. 



while it reproached her in whisper- 
ing, " Thou art the cause 1"— Ali the 
fire — ^the ardour of a charaeter not 
then confirmed, which, when she last 
saw him, spoke in his eye and mien, 
were gone for over. The irregular 
brillianoy of his conyenlation — the 
eamestness of his air and gesture, 
were replaced by a calm, an even, and 
melancholy composure. His forehead 
was stamped with the linea of thought ; 
and the hair, grown thinner towards 
the temples, no longer concealed by 
ita luxuriance the pale expanse of his 
brow. The air of delicate health 
which had at first interested her in 
his appearance, stili lingered, and 
gare its wonted and ineffable charm to 
his low voice, and the gentle expres- 
sion of bis eyes. By degrees, the 
conyersation, at first partial and scat- 
tered, became more general. Con- 
stanco and Gk>dolphin were drawn 
into it « 

"It is impossible," said Oodolphin, 
" to compare life in a southern climate 
with that which we lead in colder 
countries. There is an indolenoc, a 
laiasex alter, a philosophical tfuau- 
ciance, produced by living under these 
warm suns, and apart from the am- 
bition of the objects of our own 
nation, which produce at last a state 
of mind that divides us for over from 
our countrymen. It is like liying 
amidst perpetuai music — a different 
kind of life — a soft, lazy, yoluptuous 
romance of feeling, that indisposes us 
to action — almost to motion. So far 
from a sojoum in Italy being friendly 
to the growth of ambition, it nips and 
almost destroys the germ." 
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** In fact, it leaves us fit for nothing 
but loTe," said Saville ; *' an occnpa- 
tion that levels us with the Bìlliest 
part of our species." 

" Fools cannot loye/* said Lady 
Charlotte. 

'* Pardon me, love and folly are 
Bjnonymous in more langa^es than 
the French/* answered Saville. 

^ In truth/' said Godolphin, <<t]ie 
love whìch joe both allude to is noi 
worth diq»wting abost." 

" What lore ù T aiked SsviUe. 

"Fiist love/' cried LmIj Charlotte; 
« b it Bot» Mr. Godc^phin V 

Qodolpfam changod colonr, aad Us 



eyes met those of Constance. She* 
too sighed and looked down : — Godol- 
phin remained silent. 

" Nay, Mr. Godolphin, answer me," 
said Lady Charlotte; **1 appeal to 
you!" 

" First love, then," said Godolphin, 
endeavouring to speak composedly. 
" has this advantage over others — ^it 
Ì8 usoaDy disappoiatAd, nd icgiel 
for ev«r ke^w it alive." 

The tene of bis voiee striick Goft- 
etanee te the betit. Kor did she 
speak agaia— «are vith vìnUe effort 
-Ldaring the reat 9Ì the efeaing. 
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CHAPTER XXXVIIL 

OOSBTÀVOe'S rVDIXnnSHBD loti FOH GODOLPUIV. — HIR BIXOBn IVD Bn 
HOPB. — THB OAPITOL. — THE DIYFEBBKT TB0170HT8 OV OODOLPBIK ABI) 
00N8TAB0B AT TBB TIBW. — TBB TBBDER BXPBBBSIOVS 01 OONSTAHOB. 



All tbat Constance heard trom othen 
of Qodolphin'B life since thej partod, 
increased her long-nnrsed interest in 
bis &te. His desultory habits. Ma 
long absences from cities, which were 
understood to be passed in ntter and 
obscure soHtude, (for the partner of the 
Bolitude and ita ezact spot were not 
known,) she conpied with the qniet 
xnelancholy in his aspect, irith his 
half-reproachfùl glances toirards her- 
self, and with the emotions which he 
had given vent to in their conrorsa- 
tion. And of this objectless and un- 
satisfactory life she was led to consider 
herself the cause. With a bitter pang 
she recalled his early words, when he 
said, " Hy future is in your hands ;" 
and she contrasted his yivid energica 
— ^his cultiyated mind — his high ta- 
lenta — ^with the life which had ren- 
dered them ali so idle to others and 
nnprofitable to himself Few, very 
few, know how powerfully the senti- 
ment that another*s happiness is at 
her control speaksto awoman's heart. 
Accustomed to dependence herself, 
the feeling that another dependi on 
her ia the most soothing aliment to 
her pride. This makes a main cause 
of her loye to her children; they 
would be incomparably less dcar to 
her if they were made independent of 
her cares. And years, which had 
broughtthe young countesaacquainted 
with the nothingnesa of the world, 
had softened and deepened the aourcea 
of her affectiona, in proportion aa 
they had checked those of her ambi- 
tion. She couid no^ ahe did not, 



aeek to diagniae flrom heraelf that 
Godolphin yet lored her ; ahe antid- 
pated the honr when he wonld arow 
that lore, and when ahe might be 
permitted to atone fbr ali of dieap- 
pointment that her former njection 
might haje brought to hixn. She 
felt, too, that it would be a aoble aa 
well aa deligfatful taak, to awaken an 
intellect ao brilliant to the naturai 
objecta of ita display; to cali forth 
into actire life hia teeming thonght, 
and the rich eloquence with which he 
could conyey it Kor ia thia hope 
were her more aeifiah deaigna, her 
politicai acheminga, and her deahre of 
away over thoae whom ahe lored to 
humble, forgotten; but they made, 
howeyer, — ^to be juat,—- a amali partof 
her meditati<ma. Her hopea were 
chiefly of a more generoua order — ** I 
refiiaed thee,"ahe thought, "when I 
waa poor and dependent — now that 
I haye wealth and rank, how gladly 
will I yìeld them to thy bidding 1" 

But Qodolphin, aa if unconacioua of 
this fiiyourable biaa of her inclinations, 
did not warm from his reserye. On 
the contrary, his first abstraction, and 
his first agltation, had both subsided 
into a distant and cool self-posaeaaion. 
They met ofben, but he ayoided all 
nearer or lesa general communication. 
She aaw, howeyer, that hia eyea were 
constantly in aearch of her, and that a 
slight trembling in his yoice when he 
addressed her, belied the calmness of 
his manner. Sometimes, too, a word, 
or a touch trom her, would awaken 
the ill-concealed emotions — ^his lips 

k2 



w^i^H^i«B««: 



132 



GODOLPHIN. 



seemed about to own the triumph of 
her and of the past ; but, as if by a 
violent eflfort, they were again sealed; 
and not unoften, evidently nnwilling 
io trust bis self-command, he wonld 
abruptly depart. In short, Constance 
perceived that a strange embarrass- 
ment, the causes of which she could 
not divine, hung about him, and that 
bis conduci was regulated by some 
secret motive, which did not spring 
from the circomstances that had oc- 
curred between them. For it was 
evident that he was not withheld by 
any resentment towards her from her 
former rejection : even bis looks, bis 
words, had betrayed that he had done 
more than forgiye. Lady Charlotte 
Deerham had heard from Saville.of 
their former attachment : she was a 
woman of the world, and thought it 
but common delicacy to give them ali 
occasion to renew it. She always, 
therefore, took occasion to retire from 
the immediate vicinity of Constance 
whenever Godolphin approached, and, 
as if by accident, to leave them the 
opportunity to he sufficiently alone. 
This wajs a danger that Godolphin 
had, however, hitherto avoided. One 
day fate counteracted prudence, and a 
conference ensued, which perplezed 
Constance and tried severely the reso- 
lution of Godolphin. 

They went together to the Capitol, 
from whose height is beheld, perhaps, 
the most imposing landscape in the 
world. It was a sight pre-eminently 
calculated to arouse and inspire the 
ambitious and working mind of the 
young countess. 

" Do you think," said she to Godol- 
phin, who stood beside her, ''that 
there lives any one who could behold 
these countless monuments of eternai 
glory, and not sigh to recai the trite- 
ness, or rather bum to rise from the 
level, of our ordinary life 1" 

"Nay," said Gk)dolphin; "to you 
the view may be an inspiration, to 
others a warning. The arch and the 



min you surrey, speak of change yet 
more eloquently than glory. Look 
on the spot where once was the tem- 
pie of Romulus: — there stands the 
little church of an obscure saint. Just 
below you is the Tarpeian Bock : we 
cannot see it ; it is hidden from us by 
a crowd of miserable houses. Along 
the ancient plain of the Campus Mar- 
tius behold the numberless spires of a 
new religion, and the palaces of a 
modem race 1 Amidst them you see 
the triumphal columns of Trajan and 
Marcus Antoninus ; but whose are the 
iìgures that crown their summlts? 
St. Peter's and St. Paul's ! And this 
awful wildemess of men's labours — 
this scene and token of human revo- 
lutions — inspires you with a love of 
glory ; to me*it prores ita nothingness. 
An irresistible — a cruaking scnse of 
the littleness and brief life of our 
most ardent and sagacious achieve- 
ments, seems to me to float like a 
voice over the place ! " 

" And are yon stili, then,** said 
Constance, with a half sigh, " dead to 
ali but the enjoyment of the presenfe 
momenti" 

" No" replied Godolphin, in a low 
and trembling voice : " 1 am not dead 
to the regret of the past ! " 

Constance blushed deeply; but 
Godolphin, as if feeling he had com- 
mitted himself too &r, continued in a 
hurried tone ; — "Let us tura our 
eyes," said he, "yonder among the 
olive groves. There — 

«Far from the madding crowd's ignoble 
Btrife,' 

were the summer retreats of Bome's 
brightest and most enduring spirita. 
There, was the retirement of Horace 
and Mfficenas : there, Brutus forgot 
bis harsher genius; and there, the 
inscrutable and profound Augusta» 
indulged in those graceful relaxations 
— those sacrifices to wit, and poetiy, 
and wisdom, which bave made us do 
so unwilling and reservcd a justice to 
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the Crimea of his earlier and the 
hypocrisy of his later jears. Here, 
again, is a reproach to your ambition/' 
added Godolphin, Bxniling ; " his am- 
bition made Augustus odious : bis 
occasionai forgetfulness of ambilion 
alone redeems him." 

" And what, then/' said Constance, 
"would you consider inactivity the 
happiest life for one sensible of talènts 
higher than the common standard ? " 

** Nay, let those talenta be devoted 
to the discovery of pleasures, not the 
search after labouip ; the higher our 
talenta, the keener our perceptions; 
the keener our perceptions, the more 
intense our capacities for pleasure : * 
— let pleasure, then, be our object. 
Let US find out what is beat fitted to 
givo our pecullar tastes gratification, 
and, haying found out, steadily pur- 
Bue it." 

" Out on you ! it is a selfish, an 
ignoble system," said Constance. 
*' You smile — well, I may be unphilo- 
Bophical, I do not deny it. But, g^ve 
me one hour of glory, rather than a 
life of luxurious indolence. Oh, 
would,** added Constance, kindling as 
she spoke, "that you — you, Mr. 
Godolphin, — with an intellect so 
formed for high accomplishment — 
•vith ali the weapons and energies of 
life at your command, — would that 
you could awaken to a more wortby 

* I suppose Oodolphin by the word pica- 
sure rather signifies happineu. 



estimate^-pardon me — of the uses of 
ezertion I Surely, surely, you must 
be sensible of the calla that your 
country, that mankind, bave at this 
epoch of the world, upon ali — ali, 
especially, possessing your advantages 
and powers. Can we pierce one inch 
beyond the surface of society, and not 
see that great events are hastening to 
their birth 1 Will you let those inferior 
to yourself hurry on before you, and 
sit inactive while they win the rewardl 
Will you bave no share in the bright 
drama that is already prepared be- 
hind the dark curtain of fate, and 
which will bave a world for its spee- 
tators ? Ah, how r^oiced, how elated 
with myself I should feel, if I could 
win over one like you to the great 
cause of honourable ezertion ! " 

For one instant Godolphin's eye 
sparkled, and his pale check bumed 
— but the transient emotion faded 
away, as he answered — 

" Eight years ago, when she who 
spoke to me was Constance Yemon, 
ber wish might bave moulded me 
accordlng to her will. Kow," and he 
struggled with emotion, and tumed 
away his face, — " now it is too late ! '* 

Constance was smitten to the heart. 
She laid her band gently on his ann, 
and said, in a sweet and soothing tone,. 
" No, Percy, not too late ! " 

At that instant, and before Qodol» 
phin could reply, they were joined 
by Sayille and Lady Charlotte Deer- 
ham. 
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GHAPTBR XXXIX, 

LVOILLA's IBYTIB. — TSS BTFBCT IT VKO^VeSB OS OODOLPHIH. 



Ths short eony^rsatioB recofded in 
the lafii chapter could noi bui show to 
Oodolphin the dangerous ground on 
which hi8 fidelity to Lacilla rested. 
Nev«r be^Mre, — ^ao^ Bot in the youog 
time of tbeir first passion, had Con- 
stance seemed to bim so lordy or so 
irorthy of loro. Her manners now 
vere so mueh ]aQK>re soft and unre- 
senred than they bad neeessarìly been 
at a period when Constance bad re- 
solved not to listen to hit addresses 
or ber own heart^ that the only part 
of her eharaeter that bad ever repulsed 
bis pride, or ofiended bis tastes^ 
seemed vanished for ever. A more 
BBbdued and gentle spirit bad d«- 
fioend«d os her sorpaasing beantj, 
and the ebange was of aa order that 
Percy Oodolphin coold eepecially 
appreciate. And the world, for irhidi 
he owned reinctantlj that she yet 
lired too moeh, bad, neyerthelese, 
seemed raiber to enlaige and animate 
the naturai n^^eness of ber mind, 
than to Mtter it down to the standard 
of its OMomon votsries. Wben she 
spoke he deligbted in, eyea while he 
dissented from, the high and bold 
views which she conceived. He loved 
ber indignation of ali that was mean 
and low — her passion for ali that was 
daring and exalted. Never was he 
cast down from the height of the 
ìmaginative part of bis love, by hear- 
ing from her lips one petty passion, 
or one sordid desire ; much about her 
was erroneous, but ali was lofty and 
generous— even in error. And the 
years that bad divided them bad only 
taught bim to feel more deeply bow 
rare was the order of ber eharaeter, 



and bow imposBÌble it was eter to 
behold her like. Ali the sentimenti» 
£seulties, emotions, which, in bis 
afiection for Lucilla, bad nmained 
dormant, were e^ted into full play 
the moment he was in the presenee 
»f Constanee. 8be engrossed no 
petty portion — she demanded aad 
obtained the wh<4e emjNre— o£ bis 
souL And against this empire he 
bad now to contend f Tom as he was 
by a thousand conflicting emotìona^ a 
letter from. Lucilla was suddenly pot 
iato bis banda ; its contente were as 
IòUowb:— 

LtJClLLA»S LETTER 

" Tby ÌBst letter, my love, was so 
short and hurned, that it has not 
coet me my usuai paina to leam it by 
heart; nor {shall I teli the truthl) 
bave I been so eager as I once was to 
commit ali tby words te my memorj. 
Why, I know not, and will gueas not» 
— but there is aMsething m ikj 
lettera sinee we parted that chills mo; 
— they tbrow back my heart upon 
itselt I tear open the seal with so 
much eagerness — tìiou wouldst smile 
if thou couldst see me ; and when I 
discoYcr bow few are the words upon 
which I am to live for many days, I 
feel sick and disappointed, and lay 
down the letter. Tben I chide my- 
self, and say, 'At least these few 
words will be kindT — and I speli 
them one by one, not to buny over 
my only solace. Alas ! before I arrivo 
at the end, I am blinded by my tears; 
my love for thee, so bounding and 
fuU of life, seems frozen and arrested 
at everv line. And tben I Ile down 
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for Tery vearinesa^ «ad wkh to die. 

Qod, if the lime lu» come which I 
bare always dreaded-— if thou dionldai 
no longer lore me 1 — ^And how reasoa- 
able this fear is 1 For what am I to 
thee 1 How often dost thoa complain 
tliat I can underata&d thee not — ^how 
often doftt thou imply that there is 
much of thy nature which I am 
incapable— unworthy — ^to learnt If 
thia be so, how naturai is ìt to dread 
that thou wilt find others whom thoa 
wilt £Guicy more congenial to thee, 
and that absence wiU only romind 
thee more of my imperfectioaa 1 

"And yet I think that I bave read 
thee to the letter; I thiak that my 
love, which ia always foUowing thee^ 
always watching theei, always cofljeo- 
turing thy wishes, must nare pene- 
trated into every secret of iby heart : 
only I want wozds to express what I 
feel, and thou layest the blame npoa 
the want of feeling 1 I kaow how 
untutored, howìgnorant, I must seem 
to thee; and sometimes — and lately 
veiy often — I reproach myself that I 
bave not more diligently song^t to 
make myself a wortMer companloa to 
thee. I tbink if I bad the same 
means as others, I should aoquire 
the same fÌEtcility of expxessing mj 
thoughts; and my tbo«^hts thou 
couldst never blame, for I know that 
they are full of a love to thee which 
-^no— not the wisest— the most bril- 
liant — ^whom thou mayest see coold 
equal even in imaginatioa. But I 
bave sought to mead this deficiency 
since we parted ; and I bave looked 
into ali the books thoa hast loved to 
read, and I £u^y that I bave imbibed 
noto the same ideas which pleased 
thee, and in which once thou ima- 
ginedst I could not qrmpathise. Yet 
how mistakea thou hast beea I I see, 
by the marks thou hast placed on the 
page, the sentiments that more espe- 
cially charm theè; and I know that 

1 bave felt them mach, oh i how mueb 
more deeply «ut Ti^idly thaa they 



are tbere eaq;>reflsed— only they seem 
to me to bare no laagnage ^— me- 
thiaks that I bave leamed the laa- 
gaage Bow. And I haye taught 
myself soagi thoa wilt loTe to bear 
when tbou retomeet home to me; 
and I bare pnctised mosie, and I 
think—- Bay, I am sare, that timo will 
not pass so heaTily with thee aa wben 
thoo west last bere. 

" And when shall I see thee agaia t 
— ^forgive me if I press thee to return. 
Thou hast stayed away longer thaa 
tbou hast beea woat, but that I would 
not heed; it is noi the namber of 
days, but the eensatioas with which I 
bave counted them, that make ma 
pine for thy beloved Toice, and long 
onte more to behold thee. Never 
before did I so feel thyabseaee, neyer 
before was I so utterly wretched. A 
secret voice whispers me that we ara 
parted for eyer. I cannot withstand 
the omens of my owa heart. Whea 
my poor iaiher liyed, I did aot, ehild 
as I was, partake of those sentiments 
with which he was wont to say the 
stars inspired as. I coold noi see in 
them the boderf of Uu aad the 
preaoheta of sad tidings ; they seemed 
to me only full of semùtj' and tea- 
demesi^ and the promise of endorìng 
loveJ And eyer when I looked on 
them, I thonght of thee; aad thy 
imago to me thea, as thou knowest it 
was from ehildhood, was bright with 
aaimaginable but never melancholy 
i^lls. But now, although I love thea 
so far more powerfully, I cannot 
divest the thoughts of thee from a 
eertain sadaess; aad so the stais, 
which are like thee, which are full of 
thee, bave a sadness also 1 And this, 
thebed, where evezy SMumiag I 
stretch my arms lòr thee, aad find 
thee not, and bave yet to live througb 
the day, and on which I aow write 
this lettor to thee— for I, wbo vsed to 
rise with the san» am now too dii^ 
pùrited not to eadeavoar to ckaai the 
weaiy diy--I bave made them placa 
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nearer io the window ; and I look out 
upon the Btill Bkies every night, and 
have made a friend of eyery star I 
Bee. I question it of thyself, and 
-vronder, when thou lookest at it^ if 
thou hast any thought of me ! I love 
to look upon the heavens inuch more 
than upon the earth ; for the trees, 
and the waters, and the hills around, 
thou canst not behold ; but the same 
heaven which I sunrey ìb above thee 
also ; andthis, our common companion, 
Beems in some meaaure to unite us. 
And I bave thought over my father's 
lore, and bave tried to leam it ; nay, 
thou mayest smile, but it is thy 
abBence that has tanghi me super- 
stition. 

" But teli me, dearest, kindest, teli 
me when—- oh, when wilt thou return 1 
Betum only this once — if but for a 
day, and I will never persecute thee 
again. Truant as thou art, thou shalt 
bare full liberty for life. But I can- 
not teli thee how sad and heavy I am 
grown, and every hour knocks at my 
heart like a knellL Come back to 
ihy poor Lucilla — ^if only to see what 
Joy ìb! Come — I knov thou wilt! 
But should anything I do not foresee 
detain thee, fix at least the day — ^nay, 
if poBsible, the hour — ^when we shall 
meet, and let the lettor which conveys 
Buch happy tidings be long, and kind, 
and full of thee, as thy lettere once 
were. I know I weary thee, but I 
cannot help it. I am weak, and de- 
jected, and cast down, and bave only 
heart enough to pray for thy return." 

"You bave conquered — ^you bave 
conquered, Lucilla ! " said Qodolphin, 
as he kiBBcd this wild and reproachfìil 
letter, and thmst it into bis bosom ; 
"and I — I — ^will be wretcbed rather 
than you shall be so ! " 
■ Hìb heart rebuked bim even for 
that last sentence. This pure and 
deyotod attachment, was it indeed an 
«nhappinesB to obtain, and a saerifice 
to return ! Stung by bis thoughts, 



and impatient of rest, he hurried into 
the air; — be travereed the city; he 
paBsed St. Sebastian's gate, gained the 
Appia Yia, and saw. Ione and sombre, 
as of old — the house of the departed 
Yolktman. He had half unconsciously 
Bought that direction, in order to 
strengthen his purpose, and sustain 
bis conscience in ita right path. He 
now hurried onwards, and stopped 
not till he stood in that lovely and 
haunted spot — the Talley of Egeria — 
in which he had met Lucilla on the 
day that he firet leamed her love. 
There was a gloom over the scene 
now, for the day was dark and 
clouded: the birds were silent; a 
heavy oppression seemed to brood 
upon the air. He entered that grotto 
which is the witness of the most 
beautiful loye-story chronicied even 
in the soft south. He recalled the 
passionate and buming emotions, 
which, the last timo he had been 
within that celi, he had felt for 
Lucilla, and had construed erroneously 
into real love. As he looked around, 
how different an aspect the spot wore! 
Then, those walls, that spring, eyen 
that mutilated statue, had seemed to 
bim the encouragere of the soft sensa- 
tions he had indulged. Now, they 
appeared to reproye the yeiy weak- 
ness which hallowed themselyes — ^the 
associations spoke to bim in aaother 
tone. The broken statue of the riyer 
god — the desert silence in which the 
water of the sweet fountain keeps ita 
melancholycourse — ^the profoundand 
chilling solitude of the spot — ali 
seemed eloquent, not of love, but the 
broken hope and the dreary loneliness 
that succeed it! The gentle phmt 
(the capillaire) that oyerhangs the 
sides of the grotto, and nourìshes it- 
self on the dews of the fountain, 
seemed an emblem of love ìtself after 
disappointment — ^the loye that might 
hencdforth be Lucilla's — drooping in 
silenoe on the spot once eonseerated 
to raptnre, and feeding itself with 
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tean. There waa Bomething mocking 
io human passion in the very anti- 
quity of the spot; fonr-and-twenty 
centories had passed away since the 
orìgin of the tale that made ìt holy — 
and that tale, too, waa &ble t What, 
in this vaat accumulation of the sands 
of time, waa a aolitary atom I What, 
among the millions, the myriads, 
that aronnd that desolate spot had 
loTed, and forgotten love, waa the 
brief passion of one mortai, vitheiing 
as it sprungl Thus differently mo- 
ralises the heart, according to the 
passion which bestows on it the text. 
Before he regained Ms home, Go- 
dolphin's resoWe waa taken. The 
nezt day he had promised Constance 
to attend her to Tivoli ; he resolved 
then to take leave of her, and on the 
foUowing day to return to LucUla. 
•He remembóred with bitter reproach, 
that he had not written to her for a 



length of time, treble the accustomed 
interyal between his lettera ; and felt 
that, while at the moment she had 
written the linea he had now preased 
to his boBom, she was ezpecting, with 
unutterable fondness and anziety, to 
receive Ms lukewarm aasurancea of 
continued love, the lettor he waa 
about to write in answer to hera was 
the first one that wonld greet her 
eyes. But he resolved, that in that 
lettor, at least, she should not be dis- 
appointed. He wrote at length, and 
with ali the outpouringa of a tender- 
nesB r&«wakened by remorse. He 
ixiformed her of his immediate return, 
and even forced himself to dwell upon 
it with kindly hypocrìsy of transport 
For the first timo for several weeks, 
he felt satiafied with himself as he 
sealed his lettor. It is doubtful, 
wheth^r that lettor Lucilla ever 
receired. 
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TITOLI. — THE 8IKKS^9 <ià.Y^^^BM OOmBBIOV, 



ÀLOna the deathly amipagna, a veary 
and desolate kngth of iray, — ^through 
a xnean and squalid row of houBea — 
jon thread jour course; and bebold 
— ^Tiroli Irarsts upon you ! 

''Look — look!" erìed ConstaBce, 
with enthusiasm, as she pointed to 
the nishing torrent that, throvgh 
matted trees and cragged precipices, 
thnndered on. 

Astonìflhed at tbe BÌlenee of Qodol- 
phin, whom ecenery was usually m> 
wont to kindle and inspire, she tiurned 
hastily round^ and ber whole tiée of 
feeling was revnlsed by the absorbed 
but intense dejection wrìtten on his 
countenance. 

"Why," said she, after a short 
pause, and affecting a playful Binile, 
"why how proYoking is thisl In 
general, not a common patch of green 
with an old tree in the centre, not a 
common riyulet with a willow hanging 
over it, escapes yon. Tou insist npon 
our sharing yonr raptures — you dilate 
on the picturesque — ^you rise into 
eloquence ; nay, you persuade us into 
your enthusiasm, or you quarrel with 
US for our coldness; and now, with 
this diyinest of earthly scenes around 
US, — ^when even Lady Charlotte 'is 
excited, and Mr. Sayille forgets him- 
self, you are stricken into silence and 
apathy ! The reason — if it be not too 
abstruseT' 

"It is bere ! " said Godolphin,moum- 
fuUy, and pressing his band to his 
heart. 

Constance tumed aside; she in- 
dulged herself with the hope that he 
alluded to former scenes, and despaired 
of the future from their remembrance. 



Sbe oomieeted Ms mtìsauìtoij witli 
àerself, and knew that, when relwred 
te her, she conld óìsptì ii. Impired 
by this idea» and eTbilarated by the 
beauty of the morning and tbe wga- 
deifhl magnificence of sature, ahe 
indu^ped her spirita to oTeriowmg. 
And as her briUiant mine lighimi i^ 
erery sabjeoi H toached, now s^winc 
OTer desóriptioii, now Èmhmg iuU 
rennrk, Oodo^hin at ette tìme fotgci^ 
and at aaother moro keeiily fett, the 
magnitudo of the saeriiee be tm 
abont to make. B«i esrery one kaewB 
that feeling which, when we are un- 
happy, illumines (if I may so speak) 
our outward seexning from the fìerce- 
ness of our inward despair, — that 
recklessness which is the intozication 
of our grief. 

By degrees Qodolphin broke from 
bis reserre. He seemed to catch the 
enthusiasm of Constance; he echoed 
back — he led into new and more 
dazzling directions — the delighted 
remarks of his beautiful companion. 
His mind, if not profoundly leamed, 
at least irregularly rich, in the trea- 
sures of old times, called up a spirit 
from every object. The waterfall, the 
ruin, the hoUow care — the steep bank 
crested with the olive — the aiiy tem- 
pie, the dark pomp of the cypresa 
greve, and the roar of the head-long 
Anio,— o^ he touchedwith the magic 
of the past — clad with the glories of 
history and of legend — and decked 
over and anon with the ftowers of the 
eternai Poesy that yet walks, moum- 
ing for her children, amongst the 
yines and waterfalls of the ancient 
Tibur. And Constance, as she list- 
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eaed io him, eninuced, iinttt Bhe 
iMnelf naeo i iicioMly grew rilento in- 
4ulged wiihout reaerre ùi ihai, the 
pnradMl I11XU17 of laT»— ^prid* in tke 
belfrved «bject. Kevcr IumI the me 
•nd yarioiit geràu of Qodelphin ap- 
peeied so worihy ef adiùratieB. Whea 
hÌB T«Mse ceMed, it seemed io Con- 
Btance like a sudden bhuik in the 
creation. 

Godolphin and the young countcBs 
were several pacca bcfore the little 
party, and thej now took their way 
towards the Siren's Cave. The path 
that leads to that aingular spot is 
hamid with an eternai spray ; and it 
is so abrapt and slippery, that in 
order to prescrve your footing, you 
must cling to the bashcs that vege- 
tate around the sidea of the preci- 
pice. 

" Let na dispense with our guide,** 
Baid Qodolphin. " I know every part 
of the way, and I am sure you ahare 
with me in dislike to these hackneyed 
indicators and aign-posts for admi- 
ration. Let uà leave him to Lady 
Charlotte and Sayille, and sufièr me 
to be your guide to the cavem." 
Constance readily enough assented, 
and they proceeded. Saville, by no 
means liking the difficult and perilous 
path which was to lead only to a very 
cold place, aoon halted, and auggeated 
to Lady Charlotte the propriety of 
doing the aame. Lady Charlotte much 
preferred the wit of her companion'a 
conyersation to the pictureaque; — 
"Besidea," aa ahe said, "ahe had 
aeen the cave before." Accordingly, 
they both waited for the return of the 
more adyenturoua counteas and her 
guide. 

Uoconacioua of the defidcation of 
her frienda, and not — from the atten- 
tion that eyery atep required — once 
looking behind, Conatance continued. 
And now, how delightful to her 
seemed that rugged way, aa, with 
eyeiy moment, Godolphin'a care-^ 
Godolphin'B hMid beoame necesBary; 



and he, iBapired, iaflamed bj her 
eompMiy, by her toneh, bytheaoAi 
nesa of her sMoner, and the devetioa 
of her attentÌMi— Hio» Ao 1 noiyei^wai 
LncìUa forgoltea t 

And now they atood withia tbe 
Siren'B Cave. From this apoi alone 
yen caa yiew that terrìble deaeent of 
watera which ruahet te earth like the 
coming of a god ! The rocka dripped 
around them — the torrent dashed at 
their yery feet. Down — down, in 
thunder, for eyer and for eyer, dashed 
the might of the maddening element ; 
aboye, ali wrath; below, ali block- 
nesa; — there, the cataract; bere, the 
abyss. Not a moment'a pause to the 
fury, not a moment'a silence to the 
roar ; — forward to the last glimpse of 
the sun — the curse of labour, and the 
soul of unutterable strength, shall be 
upon those watera ! The demon, 
tonnented to an etemity, filling hia 
dread dwelling-place with the unrest- 
ing and unearthly voice of bis rage 
and despair, is the only type meet for 
the spirit of the cataract. 

And there — amidst thia awful and 
tremendoua etemity of atrife and 
power — atood two beinga whose mo- 
mentaiy existence was fiUed with the 
mastex^passion of humanity. And 
that passion was yet audible there : 
the nature without could not aubdue 
that within. Even amidat the icy 
ahowera of apray that fell around, and 
would bave frozen the veina of others, 
Codolphin felt the buming at bis 
heart. Conatance waa indeed utterly 
lost in a whirl and chaos of awe and 
admiration, which deprived her of ali 
worda. But it waa the nature of her 
wayward lover to be aroused only to 
the thorough knowledge of bis powers 
and paaaiona among the more unfre- 
quent and fierce ezcitementa of life. 
A wild emotion now urged him on ; 
— Bomething of that turbulent ezag- 
geration of mind which gave riae to 
a memorable and diaputed aaying '^ — 
I " If thou atoodest on a precipice with 
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thy xnìstress, liast thou ever felt the 
desire to plunge with her into the 
abyss 1 — If so — thou hast loTed ! " No 
doubt the sentiment is exaggerated, 
but there are times when love is 
ezaggerated too. And now Constance, 
without knowing it, had clung closer 
and closer to Qodolphin. His band 
at first — ^now bis arm — supported her; 



and at length, by an irresistible' and 
maddening impulse, he clasped her 
to his breast, and whispered in a 
voice which was heard by her eren 
amidst the thunder of the giant 
waters. " Here, bere, my eariy — ^my 
only love, I feel, in spite of myseU; 
that I neyer atterly, faUy, adored you 
nntil now!" 



GODOLPHIK. 



141 



CHAPTBR XLI. 



LUCILLA. — THK SOLITUDE. — THB SPBLL, — TEI Duali ÀND THB RISOLTE. 



Whilb the aboTO events, so fatai to 
Lucilla, were in progress at Some, 
she >ras holding an unquiet commune 
with her own passionate and restless 
heart, by the borders of the lake, 
whose Silver quiet mocked the mind 
it had, in happier xnoments, reflected. 
She had now dragged on the weary 
load of time throughout the winter; 
and the early and soft spring was 
already abroad — smoothing the face 
of the waters, and calling lUfe into the 
l)0ugh3. Hitherto thls time of the 
year had possessed a mysterious and 
eamest attraction for Lucilla — now 
ali its voices were mute. The letters 
that Godolphin had written to her 
were so few, and so restrained, in 
comparìson with those which she had 
receired in the former perioda of 
absence, that — over alive as she was 
to impulse, and unregulated by settled 
principles of hope — her only relief to 
atearfuland spiritless dejection was 
in parozysms of doubt, jealousy, and 
despair. 

It ìb the most common thing in 
the world, that, when Ve bave once 
wronged a person, we go on in the 
wrong, from a certain soreness with 
which conscience links the associations 
of the injured party. And thus, 
Qodolphin, struggling with the return 
to hifl early and never-forgotten love, 
felt an unwillingnesa that he could 
seldom successfully combat, in play- 
ing the hypocrite to Lucilla. His 
Tcry remorse made him unkind ; the 
feeling that he ought to write often, 
made him wiite soldom: and con- 
scious that h« ought to return her 
ezpressioAB of eager devotion, he re- 



tumed them with involuntary awk- 
wardness and reserve. AH thls is 
very naturai, and very evident to us ; 
but a thousand mysteries were more 
acceptable to, more sought for and 
clung to, by Lucilla» than a coigec- 
ture at the truth. 

Meanwhile she fed more and more 
eagerlyx>n those vain researches which 
yet beg^iled her time, and flattered 
her imagination. In a science so 
false, and so unprofitable, it mattered, 
happily, little, whether or not the 
poor disciple laboured with success ; 
but I need scarcely teli to any who 
bave had the curiosity to look over 
the entangled schemes andquaint 
figures of the art, h6w slender was 
the advancement of the danghter 
in the learning of the sire. Stili it 
was a comfort and a soothing, even 
to lopk upon the placid heaven, and 
form a coi^ecture as to the language 
of its stars. And, above ali, while 
she questioned the future, she thought 
only of her lover. But day after day 
passed — ^no letter, or worse than none ; 
and at length Lucilla became utterly 
impatient of ali resi : a nervous fever 
possessed her; the estreme solitude 
of the place filled her with that inef- 
fable sensation of irritability which 
sometimes preludes the madness that 
has been produced in criminals by 
solitary confinemeni. 

On the day that she wrote that 
letter to Godolphin, which I bave 
transcribed, this painful tension of 
the nerves was more than hitherto 
acute. She longed to fly somewhere ; 
nay, once or twice, she remembered 
that Rome was easily gained, that she 
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might he there as expeditionslyasher 
letter. Although in that letteronly 
we haye Bignified that Lucilla had 
expressed her wisli for Godolphin's 
return; yet, in ali her later lettera, 
she had (perhaps, more timidly) orgod 
that desire. But they had not taken 
the same hold on Godoiphin; nor, 
ir hile he wsa playing with his danger, 
had they i»roduced the same energeUc 
resolutìon. Lneilla eould not, how- 
ever, hope with mnch reaaen that the 
Bnccess of her present letter wouki be 
greater thaa that of her forraer <mes ; 
and, at ali eTents, she did not anti- 
cipate an immedicUe oomplianee with 
her prayers. She looked forward to 
Bome ezeases, and to some éelay. We 
eaniiot, therefore, wonder that she 
f^t a growing desire to foilow her own 
epistle to Bome; and although riie 
had been prevented before, and stili 
drew back from absolutely fitTouring 
and enforeing the idea, bythe fear 
of Qodolphin*B displeasnre ; yet tkt 
tmsted enough to his gentleness of 
charaeter to ibel snre that the di»- 
pleasare oonld scarcely be lasting. 
Stili the stop was boM, and Lucilla 
loved derotedly enough te be timìd ; 
and besides, ber inexperienee made 
her look npon the joumey as a &r 
more formldable expedition than it 
really was. 

Debating the noiion in her mind, 
she sought her nsaal retreat, and 
tumed listlesaiy over the books whieh 
she had so lately lo7ed to study. At 
leng^h, in moving one she had not 
looked into before, a paper fell to the 
ground ; she picked it up ; it was the 
paper oontaining that figure, which 
it will be remembered, the astrologer 
had shown to his daughter, as a 
charm to produce dreams prophetic 
of any cireamstanoe or person con- 
eeming whom the believer might be 
anxious to leam anght. As she saw 
the image, which, the reader will 
recoUect, was of a remarkable design, 
the wholo of her conyersation with 



Yolktman <fti the subject mshed into 
her mind, and she resolved that yery* 
night to prove the efficacy of the 
charm on which he had so confidently 
insisted. Fraught with the chimeri- 
eal dfilusion, she now longed for the 
hours to pass, and the night to come. 
She looked again and i^;a^ at the 
singular imago and the portentous 
figures wrought upon the charm ; the 
rery strangeness of the cfaaneten 
inspired h^, as was naturai, with a 
belief in their efficacy; and she felt a 
thrill, an awe, creep over her blood, 
as the shadowi of ève, deepening orer 
the &r mountain», bronght on the 
time of trial. At length it was nig^t^ 
and Lucilla sought her chamber. 

The hour was exceedingly serene, 
and the stan shone through the case- 
ment with a lustre that to her seemed 
ominous. With bare feet, and only 
in her night-robe, she stole treni* 
blingly acnss the threshold. She 
paused for a moment at the window, 
and looked out on the deep and quiet 
night ; and as she so stood, it was a 
picture that, had I been a painter, I 
would hare deroted a youth to accom- 
plish. Half in light — ^half in shadow 
— her undress gave the outline, and 
somewhat more, of a throat and 
breast, whoee roundness, shape, and 
bue, nerer were surpassed. Her arma 
were lightly crossed above herbosom; 
and her long neh hiur seeming darker 
by that light, fell profusely, yet not 
disherelled, around herneck ; parting 
from her brow. Her attitude at that 
moment was quite stili, as if in wor- 
ship, and perhaps it was; her face 
was inclined slightly upward, looking 
to the heavens and towards Rome. 
But that face — there was the picture f 
It was so young, so infiintine, so 
modest ; and yet, the youth and the 
tìmidity were elevated and refined by 
the eamest doubt, the pretematural 
terror, the unearthly hope, which 
dwelt upon her forehead — ^her parted 
lip, and her wistful and kindled eye. 
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TlMMìfMaMibiimi^rin telMMiixMM 
«Bd Imt yetn, and in tke ftmd and vaili 
■apentitton, wfakh ivas bui a spini 
aa&ed ftwa tbe deepa of aa vifiithoiA- 
aliiaaadMlglityknre. ABda&rwaa 
keard ik» braaUag of the laka iipon 
tlM ihon— «o 0ther aovadt And 
Bow> amoag the «nwariag pines, 
ikere ivas a sihror flhìsuBMr ai th« 
moon rose iato her empire, and deep- 
cned at once, almig the uirernl 
leene^ the lomìinees and the awe. 

liocilla taimed from the vindow, 
aad kneeling down, vrote vith a 
trambiing band upcm the figure one 
word-— the name of Qodolphin. She 
then pfaieed it under her pilloir, and 
the speli was eoncloded. The astro- 
loger had told her of the neeeesary 
oo-opention which the mind must 
afford to the charm ; but it wiU eaaily 
be belieyed that Lucilla required no 
injunction to let ber imagination 
dwell upon the Yision she expected 
to inyoke. And it would bave been 
almoBt strange, if, so intently and 
eamestly brooding, as she had done 
over the image of Oodolphin, that 
imago had not, without recurring to 
any cabalistical spella, been present to 
herdreams. 

She thonght that it was broad noon- 
day, and that she was sitting alone in 
the house she then inhabited, and 
weeping biiterly. Of a sudden the 
Yoice of Gk>dolphin called to her ; she 
ran eagerly forth, but no sooner had 
she passed the threshold, than the 
scene so familiar to beryanished, and 
she was alone in an immense and 
pathless wildemess; tbere was no 
tree and no water in tbis desert ; ali 
was arid, solitaiy, and inanimate. But 
what seemed most strange to ber was, 
that in the heayens, altbough they 
were clear and brigbt, there was 
neitber sun nor stars; the light 
seemed settled and stagnant — ^there 
was in it no life. 

And she thooght that she con- 
tinued to moye inyoluntarily along 



tha «Mia; and tltti, t/fet aad aaeii, 
she yeanad aad atn>^ io resi, hai 
hor limba dld net obey herwill, aad 
a power dio eoakt noiooatrol «i:ged 
hor ottwavd* 

Aad aow ^ro mw ao longor aa 
nitcr dambaens aad d e ai h over tho 
scene. Forth from the nads, as from 
the bowote of tho rèlnctaai earih, 
there erept, ono by oae, IoaiUy aad 
reptile shapes ; obooeneaowadaraagia 
her eara— Bow ina hidooiis moekoiy, 
aow ia a yet more sìokoning ididta- 
ti<m. Shapes ef teiror thkkmed and 
erowded roaad hor. She was roased 
by droad iato aetion; sho haniod 
&Bter aad fiuater ; sho strovo to oscape ; 
and erer aa sho lied, tho soonds grew 
leader, aad tho petseentfag sàapea 
more ghaatly, — abominations whioh 
her paro mind shuddered to behold, 
presented tbemselyes at eyery tum : 
there was no spot for refuge, no caye 
for concealment Wearied and de- 
spairing, she stopped short ; but then 
the shapes and sounds seemed gra- 
dually to lese their terror ; her eye and 
ear became familiar to them; and 
what at first seemed foes, grew into 
companions. 

And now, again, the wildemess was 
gene; she stood in a strange spot, 
and opposite, and gazing upon her 
with intent and moumful eyes, stood 
Godolphin. But he seemed much 
older than he was, and the traces of 
care were plou^hed deeply on bis 
countenance; and aboye them both 
hung a motionless and liyid doud; 
and from the cloud a gigantic band 
was stretghed forth, pointing with a 
shadowy and unmoying figure towards 
a quarter of the earth which was en- 
yelopcd in a thick gloom. While she 
sought with straining eyes, to pene- 
trate the darkness of the spot thus 
fearfiilly marked out, she tbought 
Godolphin yanisbed, and ali was sud- 
den and utter night — night, but not 
stillness — for there was a roar as of 
many winds, and a dashing of angry 
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waters, that seemed dose beneath; 
and she heard the trees groan and 
bend, and felt the ìcy and rushing 
air : the tempesta were abroad. But 
amidst the mingling of the mighty 
Bounds, she heard distinctly the ring- 
ing of a horse's hoo& ; and presently 
a wild cry, in which she recognised 
the voice of Qodolphin, rang forth, 
adding to the wrath of nature the yet 
more appalling witness of a homan 
despair. The cry was foUowed by the 
londer dashing of the wayes, and the 
fiercer turmoil of the winds; and 
then, her anguish and horror freeing 
her from the Prisonof Sleep,she woke. 
It was nearly day, but the serenity 
of the late night had gene ; the rain 
fell in torrentSj and the house shook 
beneath the fury of a violent storm. 
This change in the mood of nature 



had probably ìnfluenced the latter 
pari of her dream. But Lucilla 
thought of no naturai solution to the 
dreadful vision she had undergone. 
Her superstition was confirmed and 
ratified by the intense impression. 
wrought upon her mind by the dream. 
A thousand unutterable fears, feaia 
for Godolphin, rather than herself-^ 
or if for herself, only in oonnezion 
with him — ^bore irresistible despotism 
over her thoughts. She couid net 
enduro to wait, to Unger any longer 
in the dark and agitated suspense 
she herself had created ; the idea Bhe 
before had nursed, now became ro- 
solve; she determined fòrthwith to 
set out for Rome — ^to see €k>dolphiii; 
She rose, woke her attendante and 
that very day she put her resolution 
into efiect. 
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It was approacliing towards tho even- 
ing as Lucilla paused for a few Beconds 
ai the door which led io Qodolphin's 
apartments. At length the sum- 
moned courage. The senrant who ad- 
mitted her vas Gk>dolphin'B &Toarite 
domestic; and he was amazed, but 
overjoyed, to see her ; for Lucilla was 
the idol of ali who knew her, — sare of 
him whose love only she cared and 
lived for. 

His master, he said, was gene cut 
for a short timo, but the next day 
thej were to haye retumed home. 
Lucilla coloured with yiyid delight to 
hear that her lettor had produced an 
efTect she had not hoped so expedi- 
tiously to accomplish. She passed on 
into Qodolphin's apartment. The 
room bore evident sig^s of approach- 
ing departure; the trunks lay half- 
packed on the floor; there was ali 
that imporlance of confusion around 
which makes to the amateur trayeller 
a luxury out of discomfort. Lucilla 
sat down, and waited, anzious and 
trembling, for her loyer. Her woman, 
who had accompanied her, thinking 
of more terrestrial concems than loye, 
loft her, at her destre. She could not 
rest long ; she walked, agltated and 
ezpecting, to and fro the long and 
half-fumished chamber which charac- 
terises the Italian palace. At length, 
her eye fell on an open lettor on a 
writing-tnble at one corner of the 
room. She glanced oyer it mechani- 
cally, — certain words suddenly ar- 
rested her attention. Were those 
words — ^words of passion-Hiddressed 
to her ? If not, heayen ! to whoml 
She obeyed, as she ever did, the 
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impulse of the moment^ and read 
what follows :— 

" ConsTAHOB ! — As I write that word 
how many remembrances rush npon 
me! — ^for how many years has tiiat 
name been a talisman to my heart, 
waking its emotions at will 1 You are 
the first woman I eyer really loyed : you 
rejeeted me, yet I could not disdain 
you. You became another*8 — but my 
loye could not desert you. Your 
band wrote the history of my life 
after the period when we met, — my 
habits — ^my thoughta — ^you influenced 
and coloured them ali t And now, 
Constance, you are free ; and I loye 
you more feryently than ever ! And 
you — ^yes, you would not reject me 
now; you haye grown wiser, and 
leamed the yalue of a heart. And. 
yet the same Fate that diyided us 
hitherto will diyide us now ; ali ob- 
stacles but one are passed away— of 
that one you shall hear and judge. 

'* When we parted, Constance, years 
ago, I did not snbmit tamely to the- 
buming remembrance you bequeathed 
me; I sought to dissipate your image, 
and by wooing others to forget your- 
self. Need I say, that to know an- 
other was only to remember you the 
more 1 But among the other and far 
less worthy objects of my pursuit was 
one whom, had I not seen you first, 
I might haye loyed as ardently as I 
do you; and in the first flush of emo- 
tion, and the beat of sudden eyents, 
I imagined that I did so loye her. 
She was an orphan, a child in years 
and in the world ; and I was ali to 
her^I am ali to her. She is not 
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mine by the ties of the church, but I 
hftre pledged a &ith to her equally 
sacred and as strong. Shall I break 
that faith ì shall I betray that trust ] 
shall I crush a heart that has always 
been mine — mine more tenderly than 
yours, rich in a thousand gifts and 
resources, ever was or ever can bel 
Shall I — sworn to protect her — I, 
who have already robbed her of fame 
and friends, rob her now of father, 
brother, lover, husband, the world 
itself, — for I am ali to herl Never — 
nerer t I shall be wretched throngh- 
out life : I shall know that yon are 
free — ^ibat you — oh ! Constance ! yau 
mìght be mine ! — ^but ahe shall never 
dream what she has cost me ! I bare 
been toc cold, too imgratefal to her, 
already — I will make her amends. 
My heart may break in the efibrt, bnt 
it shaU reward her. You, CoBStance, 
in the pride of your lofty station, y eor 
strengthened mìnd, your rególated 
vìrtue, (fenced in by the hondred 
barriera of custom,) yon cannot^ per- 
haps, eonceive how pure and de^oted 
the soni of this poor g^l is ! She is 
not one whom I could heap riches 
upon and leave : — ^my love is aU ihe 
riches she knows. Earth has not a 
consolation or a recompence for the 
losB of my affisctioa : and eren hea- 
ven itself she has aerer leamed to 
think o^ except as a place in vlnch 
we shaU be un&ted for «yer. As I 
wiite this I know that ahe is sitting 
alar off and alone, and ^.hwirini^ on^y 
of one whose whole soni, iated aod 
accursed as he is, is maddened by the 
lo?e of another. Mj letters, her only 
comfort, haye been cold aad few of 
late : I know how they bave waning her 
heart : I picture to myself her soli- 
inde— her sadness — her unfriended 
youth— her ardent mind, whioh, not 
enriched by culture, clings, feeds, 
lives only on one idea. Before you re- 
oeiye thiéf, I shall be on the road te 
her. Kerer again will I risk the 
temptation I bare undergone. I am 



not a vain man; I do not deceive 
myself; I do not ima^ne, I do not 
insult you by believing, that you will 
long or bitterly feel my loss. I bare 
loved you far better than you bave 
loved me, and you bave uncounted 
channels for your bright hopes and 
your yarìous ambitlon. You love the 
world, and the world is at your feet ! 
And in remembering me now, yon 
may think you have cause for indig- 
nation« Why, wìth the knowledge 
of a tie that forbade me to hope for 
you, why did I linger round youl 
why did I gìve vent to any word, or 
lioence to any look, that told you I 
loved you stili ì Why, abore ali, on 
that £Etted yesterday, when we stood 
alone surrounded by the watera,-» 
why did I dare forget myself —why 
clasp you to my breast — ^why utter 
the assuranee of that love which was 
a mockeiy, if I were not about so- 
lemnly to record iti 

^ This you will ask ; and if yon are 
not satisfied with the answer, your 
pride will dothe my memory wìth 
resentment. Be it so— yet hear me ! 
Constance, when, in my first youth, 
at the time when the waz was yet 
floft^ and the tree might yet be bent 
— when I laid n^y heart and my 
future lot at your feet — ^when you, 
at the diotates of a worldly and oold 
ambition, (disguise the aame as yon 
will, the Dsality is the same,) threw 
me foaok on the solitary desert of life ; 
when yon r^ected — ^fòrsook me;— 4o 
you iMak tkat, altbongh I loved yoa 
etili, there was no anger mingled with. 
the love I We aet again : but what 
yeara of wasted oxistence — of dimmed 
hope — of deadened emotion — had 
passed over me since then 1 And who 
had thus marked them ? — You 1 Do 
you wonder, then, that something of 
human pride asked for human ven- 
geaacel Yesl I pined fer some 
trìumi^h in my tum : I longed to tiy 
whether I was yet forgotten — ^whether 
the hsart which stong me had beeià 
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Btung aho in the woiind that U in- 
flioied. Wm not thÌB naturali Ask 
younelf, and blame me if yon ean. 
But by degreefr— as I gasod upen a 
beauty, and listened to a yoUse, softer 
in tbeir character than of old, — as I 
felt that you would not deny me retri- 
bution, thie aelfish desìre for rerenge 
died away, and, by degrees, ali emo- 
tioni were merged in one — uncon- 
qnered, unoonquerable loTe. And can 
you blame me, if then — traitor to my- 
self as to you— I lingered on the 
spot! — ^if I had many struggles to en- 
duro before I could reeolve on the 
Bacrifioe I now make? Alasi it has 
coBt me much to be just. Can yon 
blame me if at ali times I could not 
control my words and looks 1 — Nay, 
eyen in our last meeting, when I was 
maddened by the thooght that we 
were about to part for eyer — ^vhen we 
atood alone — ^when no eye was near — 
when you clung to me in a delicious 
timidity — ^when your breath was on 
my check — ^when the heaying of your 
heart was heard by mine — ^when my 
band touched that which could giye 
me ali the world in itself— when my 
arm enoircled that glorious and diyine 
Bhape — O Heayenl can you Uame 
me— can you wonder if I was trans- 
ported beyond myself; — if oonsolence, 
reason, ali were forgotten, and 1 
thought— felt — liyed — but for the 
moment and for you ì Ko, you will 
feel for the weakneas of nature ; you 
vili not judge me havshly. 

''And wl^ shottld you lob me of 
ihe lemembrance of that brief mo- 
ment — that wild embraoel How often 
ahàll I recali it! — How often when 
the light step of ber to whom I return 
glides around me, shall 1 cheat my- 
self, and think it yours: when I 
feci ber breath at night, shall I not 
start and dream it comes from your 
lipsl and in retuming ber uncon- 
sdouB caress, let me — let me fancy it 
is you who whisper me the assurances 
of unutterable loye! — Forgiye me, 



Constance, my yet adored Constance, 
whom T shall neyer see more, for 
these wild words — ^this momentary 
weakness. Farewell f Whateyer be- 
comes of me, may Qod gire yon ali 
bis blessings I 

"One word more — ^no, I will not 
dose this lettor yet ! Tou remember 
that you once gaye me a ilower— - 
years ago. I haye preserved its leayes 
to this day; but I will g^ye no indul« 
gence to a folly that wUl now wrong 
you, and be unworthy of myeelf. I 
wiU send you back those leayes : let 
them plead fpr me, as the memories 
of former days. I must break off 
now, for I can literally wrìte no more. 
1 must go forth and recoyer my self- 
command. And oh ! may she whom 
I seek to-morrow — whose unsuspect- 
ing heart, admonished by temptation, 
I will watch oyer, guide, and shield, 
fiur, far more aealously than I haye 
yet dono— never know what it has 
cost me, not to abandon and betray 
ber." 

And Lucilla read orer ereiy word 
of this lettor { How wholly impos- 
sible it ìb for language to express the 
agony, the hopeless, irremediable 
despair that deepened within ber as 
she proceeded to the end ! Eyery- 
thing that life had, or could eyer haye 
had for ber, of common peace or joy, 
was blasted for eyer ! As she carne to 
the last word, she bowed ber head in 
silence oyer the wrìting, and felt aa 
if some migbty rock had fallen upon 
ber heart, and crushed it to dust. 
Had thci lettor breathed but one un* 
kind — one slighting expression of ber, 
it would haye been some comfort — 
some rallyid^ point, howeyer forlom 
and wretched; but this cruel tender- 
neas — ^this bitter generosity I 

And before she had read that lettor, 
how joyously, how breathlessly she 
had anticipated rushing to ber loyer's 
breast ! It seems incredible that the 
space of a few minutes should suffioe 
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to blight a whole existence — blacken, 
without a ray of hope, au entire 
future ! 

She was aroused by the sound of 
Bteps, though in auother apartment ; 
slie wouìd not nowhave met Godolphin 
for worlds ; the thought of his return 
alone gave her the power of motion. 
She thrust the fatai leiter into her 
boBom ; and then^ in characters sur* 
prisingly distinct and clear, she wrote 
her name, and placed that writing in 
the stead of the epifitle she took away. 
She judged rightly, that that single 
name would suifice to say ali she 
could not then say. Having done this, 
she rose, left the room, and stole softly 
and unperceived into the open Street. 

Unconscious and careless whither 
she went, she hurrìcd on, her eyes 
bent on the ground, and concealing 
her form and face with her long man- 
tle. The streets at Rome are not 
thronged as with us ; nor does there 
exist, in a city consecrated by so 
many sublime objects, that restless 
and Yulgar curiosity which torments 
the English public. * Bach lires in 
himself, not in his neìghbonr. The 
moral air of Rome is Indifference. 

Lucilla» therefore, hurried along 
unmolestcd and unobseryed, until at 
length her feet failed her, and she 
sank exhausted, but stili unconscious 
of her movements and of ali around, 
iipon one of the scattered fragments 
of ancient pride that at every tum are 
Tìsible in the streets of Rome. The 
place was quiet and solitary, and 
darkened by the shadows of a palace 
that reored itself dose beside. She 



sat down; and shrouding her face as i't 
drooped over her breast, endeavoured 
to collect her thoughts. Presently 
the sound of a guitar was heard ; and 
along the Street carne a little group of 
the itinerant musicians who invest 
modem Italy with its yet living tàr of 
poetry : the reality is gone, but the 
spirit lingers. They stopped oppo- 
site a small house; and Lucilla, look* 
ing up, saw the figure of a young giti 
placiug a light at the window as a 
signal well known, and then she glided 
away. Meanwhile, the lover (who 
had accompanied the musicians, 
and seemed in no very elevated rank 
of life) stood bareheaded beneath ; 
and in his upward look there was a 
dcTotion, a fondness, a respect, that 
bronght back to Lucilla ali the un- 
sparing bittemess of contrast and 
recoUection. And now the serenade 
began. The air was inexpresàbly 
soft and touching, and the worda 
were steeped in that vague melao- 
choly which is inseparable from the 
tendemess, if not from the pasfdon, 
ofloTe. Lucilla listened involuntarily, 
and the charm slowly wrought il» 
effect. The hardness and confnùon 
of her mind meltcd gradually away, 
and as the song endcd she tumed 
aside and burstinto tears : — " Happy, 
happy girl," she murmured, ''she ìb 
loyed ! " 

Here let us drop the curtain npon 
Lucilla. Often, O Reader ! sbalt thoa 
recali this picture; often shalt thoa 
see her before thee — alone and broken- 
hearted — weeping in the twiligh^ 
streets of Rome i 
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LOVB BTBOKa AS DSATH, AND VOT LESS BITTER. 



When Godolphin returned home the 
door was open, as Lucilla had left it, 
and he went at once into his apart- 
ment. He hastcned to the table on 
which he had left, with the negligence 
arising from the emotions of the 
moment, the letter to Constanoe, — 
the paperon which Lucilla had written 
her name alone met his eye. While 
yet stunned and amazed, his servant 
and Lucilla's entered: in a few mo- 
ment» he learned ali they had to teli 
him ; the rest Lacilla's handwriting 
did iudeed sufficiently ezplain. He 
eomprehended ali ; and, in a paroxysm 
of alarm and remorse, he dispersed 
his seryants, and hurried, hìmself, in 
search of her. He went to the house 
of her relations ; they had not seen or 
heard of her. It was now night, and 
every obstacle in the way of his search 
presented itself. Not a due could be 
traced ; or, sometimes following a 
description that seemcd to him cha> 
racteristtc, he chased, and found some 
wanderer — how unlike Lucilla ! To- 
wards daybreak he returned home, 
after a vain and weary search; and 
his only comfort was in leaming fì-om 
her att«ndant that she had about her 
a sum of money which he knew would 
in Italy always purchase safety and 
attention. Yet, ^lone, at night, in 
the streets,— so utter a stranger as 
she was to the world,— so young and 
so lovely — he shuddered, he gasped 
fbr breath at the idea. Might she 
destroy herself 1 That faideous ques- 
tion forced itself npon him ; he could 
not esclude it : he trembied when he 
recalled her impassioned and keen 
temper ; and when, in remembering 



the tone and words of his letter to 
Constance, he felt how desperate a 
pang eyery sentence must hare in- 
flicted upon her. And, indeed, even 
his imagination could not equal the 
truth, when it attempted to sound the 
depths of her wounded feelings. He 
only returned home to sally out again. 
He nowemployed the police, and those 
most actire and vigilant agents that 
at Rome are willing to undertake ali 
enterprises; — he could not but feel 
assured of discorering her. 

Stili, howeyer, noon — eyening 
came on, and no tidings. As he once 
more returned home, in the fiùnt 
hope that some intelligence might 
await him there, his seryant hurried 
eagerly out to him with a letter — it 
was from Lucilla, and it was worthy 
of her : I giye it to the reader. 

LUCILLA'S LETTER. 

" I haye read your letter to another I 
Are not these words sufBcient to teli 
you alH AHI no ! you neyer, neyer, 
neyer can teli how crushed and broken 
my heart is. Why l^because you are 
a man, and because you haye neyer 
loyed as I loyed. Yes, Godolphin, I 
knew that I was not one whom you. 
could loye. I am a poor, ignorante 
untutored girl, with nothing at my 
heart but a great world of loye which 
I could neyer teli. Thou saidst I 
could not comprehend thee : alas ! 
how much was there— is there — in 
m^ nature — in my feeling^, which» 
haye been, and eyer will be, un- 
fathomable to thy sight ! 

** But ali this matterà not ; the tle 
betweon ns is etemally broken. Go, 
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dear, dear Godolphin ! link thyself to 
that happier other one — seemìngly so 
much more tMne equal than the lowly 
and nncultiyated Lacilla. Grìeve not 
forme; you bave been kind^most kind, 
to me. You bave taken away hope, 
but yon bave given me pride in ita 
stead ; — ^tbe blow wbicb bas crushed 
my beart baa given strengtb to my 
mind. Were yon and I left al<Mie.on 
tbe earth, we must stili be apaart; I 
eould never, ifeever live witb yen again; 
my world ia not your world ; wben our 
bearts bave eeased to be in eommon, 
wbat of union is tbere left to us ? Yet 
it would be Bometbing if, since tbe 
future Ì9 Bbnt out from me, you bad 
not also deprìved me of tbe paat : I 
bave not even tbe privilege of looking 
back ! Wbat ! ali tbe wbilè my beart 
was lavisldng itself upon thee— ali 
tbe wbile I bad no otber tbongbt, no 
otber dream but tbee — ali tbe wbile 
I sat by tby side, and watcbed tbee, 
ban^i^ on tby wish, strìvlng to fere- 
see tby tbongbts — ali tbe wbile I waa 
tbe partner of tby days^ aa&d at nigbt 
my bosom wa& tby pillow, and I eould 
not sleep from tbe blias of tbink- 
ing tbee so near me : ihy beart was 
tben ìndeed away from me; ihy 
tbougbts estranged; I was to Ihee 
only an encumbrance—- a burtben^ 
from wbicb tìvy sigb was to be free ! 
Can I ever look back, tben, to tbose 
bours we spent togeiJierf AH tbat 
Tast bistory of tbe past ìs but one 
record of bittemeas and sbame. And 
yet I cannot blame tbee; it were 
semetbing if I eould : in proportion 
as you loved me not, you were ki&d 
and generous ; and Qod will blesa yon 
fbr tbat kindness to tbe poor erpban. 
A baish word, a tbreatening glance, 
I never bad tbe affliction to feel from 
tbee. Tracing tbe bligbted paet, I am 
only left to sadden at tbat gantleneas 
wbicb never carne from love ! 

" Go, Godolpbin — I repeat tbe 
prayer in ali himibleneia and sincerity 
«^^ to ber wbom thou lovest, per- 



baps aa I loved tbee ; go, and in your 
bappineaa I aball feel at laat aometbing 
of bappineaa myaelf. We part for ever, 
but tbere ia no unkindnesa between 
uà ; tbere ia no reproacb tbat one can 
make againat tbe otber. If I bave 
ainned, it baa been againat Heaven 
and not tbee ; and tbou — wby, even 
againat Heaven mine was aU tbe fiiult 
— tbe rasbnesa — ^tbe suulnesvl Yov 
will return to your native land; to 
tbat proud England, of wbicb I bave 
so often questioned you, and wbicb» 
even in your answers, seems to me so 
cold and desolate a spot, — a land so 
boatile to love. Tbere, in your new 
ties, you will team new object% and 
you wHl be too buay, and too bappy» 
fbr your tbougbts to tum to me 
again. Too happy 1 — No, I wisb I 
eould tbink you would be; but I, 
wbom you deny to poasess sympathies 
witb you — I bave at leaat penetcated 
so far into your beart as to fear that^ 
c<»ne wbat may, you will never find 
tbe happìness you ask. You ezaet 
too mach, yen dream, too fondly, not 
to be diacontented witb the truth. 
Wbat bas bappened to me must 
bappen to my rivai — wiU bappen to 
you threugbout life. Your being is 
in one world, your soul is in another. 
Alasi bow foolisbly I run on, as if 
seeking in your nature, and- not cir- 
cnmstaneesy tbe blow tiiat separatea 

US. 

" I sball bajsten to a condusion. I 
bave gùned a refuge in ibis convent; 
seek me not^ foUow me not, I implore, 
I ad^ure tbee ; it can serve no purpose. 
I would not see tbee; tbe veil is 
already drawn between tby world and 
me, and it only remains, in kindness 
and in cbarity, to bid eacb otber £Eure- 
well. Farewell, tben ! I tbiuk I am 
now witb tbee ; I think my lips bave 
breaibed aóde tby long bair, and 
cling to tby fair iemplea with a sister^s 
— ^that word, at least, is left me — a 
siskf's kiss. As we stood togetber, at 
the grey dawn, wben we last parted— < 
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as tlMB, in Borraw aad in iean> I kid 
mj face in thy bosom — as th«n, un- 
conBciouft of what was to oome, I 
poured forik m^ aflenrances of faithfiil, 
unfiwerying thought — as thrìce tkou 
di<fet toar Ibyself from me and didst 
thrìce retavn, — and aa, threvgk the 



etìimhréèm niata ef moni, I guad 
after thee, aad fimeied for hmin tbat 
^j laat worda yet rang in my ear; 
80 BOìT, knt with diflferent fe^nga, I 
onoe more hid thee &ff«veM— 4iureiPall 
foreverl" 
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" Ko, signor, ahe will not tee jon t" 

" You haye giren my note — ^given 
thatrìngl" 

" I bave, and she stili refuses/' 

"Refusesl — and is that ali the 
answerl no line to — to soften the 
roply ]" 

" Signor, I haye spoken ali my 
message.** 

'* Cruel, hard-hearted 1 May I cali 
agaìn, think you, with a better suc- 
cessi" 

''The convent, at stated times, is 
open to strangers, signor ; but so far 
as the young signora is concemed, I 
feel assured, from her manner, that 
your yisits will be in vain." 

"Ay — ay, I understand you, ma- 
dam ; you wish to entice her from the 
wicked world, — to Buffer not human 
friendships to disturb her thoughts. 
Good heavens 1 and can she, so young, 
so ardent, dream of taking the veiH" 
Ih " She does not dream of it," said 
the nun, coolly; "she has no inten- 
tion of remaining bere long." 

" Befrìend me, I beseech you ! " 
crìed Godolphin,eagerly : " restore her 
to me ; let me only come once to her 
vithin these walls, and I will enrich 
your " 

"Signor, good day." 

Dejected, melancholy, and yet en- 
raged amidst ali bis sorrow, Gk>doI- 
phìn retumed to Bome. Lucilla's 
letter rankled in bis heart like the 



barb of a brokan arrmr; bnt theatern 
resolve with which she had refused to 
see bim appeared to the prìdo that 
belongs to manhood a harsh and un- 
feeling insult. He knew not that 
poor Lucilla's eyes had watched him 
from the walls of the convent, and 
that whlle, for bis sake more than 
her own, she had refused the meeting 
he prayed for, she had not the resolu- 
tion to deny berself the luxury of 
gazing on him once more. 

He reached Bome : he found a note 
on bis table from Lady Charlotte 
Deerham, saying she had board it 
was bis intention to leave Bome, and 
begging him to receive from her that 
CYcning her euUeux, ** Lady Erping- 
barn will be with me," eonduded the 
note. 

This brought a new train of ideas. 
Since Lucilla's flight, ali thought but 
of Lucilla had been expelled from 
Gk>dolphin'8 mind. We haye seen how 
bis letter to Lady Erpingham mis- 
carrìed: he had wrìtten no other. 
How strange to Constance must seem 
bis conduct, after the scene of the 
ayowal in the Siren's Caye : no excuse 
on the one band, no ezplanation on 
the other ; and now what explanation 
àhould he giye 1 There was no louger 
a necessity, for it was no longer 
bonesty and justice to fly from the 
bliss that might await him — ^the loye 
of bis early-worshipped Constance. 
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But could he, with a heart yet bleed- 
ing from the violent nipture of onc 
tie, form a new one ì Agitateci, rest- 
less, self-reproachful, bewildered, and 
nnoertain, he could not bear thoughts 
that demanded answers to a thousand 
questiona ; he flung from his cheerless 
room, and hastened, with a feverish 
pulse and buming temples, to Lady 
Charlotte Deerham's. 

" Good Heayens I how ili you look, 
Mr. Godolphin!" cried the hostess, 
involuntarily. 

" IH I — ha ! ha ! I never was better ; 
but I bave just retumed from a long 
journey : I bare not touched food nor 



felt sleep for three day» and nights. 
I! — ha, ha! no, l'm not ili;" and^ 
with an eye brìght with gathering 
delirium, Godolphin glared around 
him. 

Lady Charlotte drew back and 
shuddered; Godolphin felt a cool, 
soft band laid on his ; he tumed, and 
the face of Constance, full of anxious 
and wondering pity, was bent upon 
him. He stood arrested for one mo- 
ment, and then, seizing that band, 
pressed it to his lipa — ^his heart, and 
burst suddenly into tears. That pa- 
rozysm saved his life ; for days after- 
wards he was insensible. 
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THE DECIARATION. — ^THB APPHOAGHIITO KVPTIÌ.LS. — 18 THl IDIAUBT OONTKVTED? 



As Godolphin retumed io health, and, 
day after day, the preseace of Con- 
Btanee, her soft tones, her deep eyes, 
grew OH him, reuewing their ancient 
spella, the reader must perceire that 
bourne to which events necessarily 
tended. For some weeks not a word 
that alladed to the Sireu's Cave vas 
uttered by either; butwhen that aX- 
lusion carne at last from Godolphin's 
lips, the next moment he was kneel- 
ing beside Constance, her band 
fiiurrondered to bis, and her prond 
cheek ali bathed in the blushes of 
sixteen. 

" And so,'* said Saville, "you, Percy 
Godolphin, are at last the accepted 
lover of Constance, Countesa of Erp- 
ingham. When ia the wedding to 
be?" 

^ I knov not," replied Godolphin, 
musingly. 

" Well, I almost envy you ; you will 
be very happy for six weeks, and that 's 
flomething in this disagreeable world. 
Yet, now I look on you, I grow recon- 
ciled to myaelf again; you do not 
aeem so happy as that I, Augustus 
9a?iUe, should envy you while my 
digestion lasts. What are you think- 
ing of V 

" Kothing," replied Godolphin, ya- 
cantly; the words of Lucilla were 
weighingat bis heart,lik6 a prophe<7 
working towards its fulfilment ; ** Come 
what may, ymi wiU Tieverjind the hap- 
pinesa you cuk : you exact too much," 

At that moment Lady Erpingham's 
page entered with a note from Con- 
stanoe, and a present of flowers. No 
one ever wrote half so beautifully, so 
spiritually, as Constance ; and to Percy 



the wit was so intermingled with the 
tendemess f 

"No," said he, burying bis lipa 
among the flowers; "no! I discard 
the foreboding ; with you I must be 
happy 1" But conscience, stili un- 
silenced, whispered — LuciUa/ 

The marrìage was to take place at 
Rome. The day was fized; and, 
owing to Constance's rank, beauty, and 
celebrity, the news of the eyent created 
throughout " the English in Italy " no 
smaU sensation. There waa a great 
deal of gossip, of oourse, on the occa- 
Sion ; and some of this gossip found 
its way to the haugbty ears of Con- 
stance. It was said that she had 
made a strange match — ^that it was a 
curious weakness, in one so proud 
and brilliant, to look no loftier than a 
private and not yeiy wealthy gentle- 
man ; handsome, indeed, and reputed 
dover, but one who had never disHn- 
gtdahed himadf in anything — who 
never would 1 

Constance was alarmed and stung, 
not at the yulgar accusation, the paltry 
sneer, but at the prophecy relating to 
Godolphin: "he had never distin- 
guished himself in anything' — he never 
would." Rank, wealth, power; Con- 
stance felt these she wanted nol^ these 
she could command of herself; but 
she felt also that a nobler vanity of 
her nature required that the man of 
her mature and second choice should 
not be one, in reputo, of that mere 
herd, above whom, in reality, bis 
genius so eminently exaltcd him. She 
deemed it essential to her future hap- 
piness that Godolphin's ambition 
should be aroueed, that he should 
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share ber ardour for those great ob- 
jects that she felt would for ever be 
dear to ber. 

''I love Rome!" said sbe^passion- 
ately, one day, as, accompanied by 
Godolpbin, sbe lefb tbe Yatican ; " I 
feel my bouI grow larger amidst ita 
ruins. Elsewbere, tbvongk Italy, we 
live in tbe present, but bere in tbe 
past/* 

" Say not tbat tbat is tbe better 
life, dear Constanyce ; tbe present— can 
we Burpassit?" 

Constance blushed, and thanked ber 
lover witb a look tbat told bim be wa» 
understood 

" Yet^" aaid sbe, vetuming ti» tbe 
snbject, " wbo can breatbe tbe air tbat 
is rifa witb glory, and not be intoxi- 
cated witb emulation 1 Ab, Percy !" 

" Ab, Constance ! and wbat woaldst 
tbou h&Ye of met la it not gk>ry 
enougb to be tby lover?" 

" Let tbe wortd be as prond of my 
cboice as I am." 

Godolpbin frowned ; be penetrsted 
in tbose words to Constaace's secret 
meaning. Accnstomed to be an Mol 
from bis boybood, be resented tbse 
notion tbat be had need of exertion 
to render bim wortby even ef Con- 
stance ; and sensible tbat it migbt be 
tbougbt be bad made aa afiiaace be> 
yond bis just pretensieiiB,. be was 
donbly tenacious aatobis «ir» elaims. 
Godolpbin ftQwatà tben, and tuxned 
away in ulesee. Gonstaace siglud ; 
sbe felt tbat sbe xm^t not ronew tbe 
subjeei But, alter a pausa, Gtodiripkia 
bimself coolinned it. 

" CoBfitaniee," saìd be^ is a low fim 
troice, " let ns nnckrstaód eaeb cibar. 
Tou are ali to me in tbe world ; fame, 
and benour, and station^ and hauppi- 



ness. Am I, also, tbat ali to yonl 
If tbere be any tbougbt at your beart 
wbicb wbispers you, *you migbt baye 
serred your ambition better; you bare 
dono wrong in yielding to love and 
love only,' — tben, Constance, pause; 
it is not too late." 

" Do I desenre tìiis, Percy r 
" You drop words sometimes," 
answered Godolpbin, "tbat seem to 
indicate tbat you tbink tbe worid may 
cavil at your cboice, and tbat some 
exertion on my part is neeesearyto 
maSatain yatur dignity. Constanee, 
need I say, agaìn and again, that I 
adore tbe Tery dust you tread en? 
Bat I bare a prido, a BeI5req>eet, be- 
neatb wbicb I csnnot steop ; ìi yea 
really tbink or feel this, I will net 
eoDdescend to receiye eyen bappÌBCBB 
from you : let us part" 

Constance saw bis lips wbite and 
qulTerii^r as be sp<^; ber beart 
smote ber, ber pride Tanisbed; ske 
saaik on bis sboulder, and forgot eren. 
ambitn»; nay, wbile sbe inly muF- 
mured at ìm sentiment, she felt it 
breatbed a sort of nobility that Ae 
could not but esteem. Sbe atreye 
tben to lull to rest ali ber mere wovldly 
anzieties for tbe future ; to bepe that, 
cast on tbe ezcitmg stage of English 
ambition, Godolphia mnst neeesasriJ^ 
be stined despite bis creed; aad if 
sbe sometimeB donbted, sometiates 
despaóred of tbi% she ftlt at least that 
bis preaence had become deafer to 
ber thaa ali tbings. Kay, riM cbeeked 
ber own oitkiisiasm, ber evn wonikip 
of fame, since tbey clasbed witk 1^ 
opinlons ; so marrellously aad insen- 
»Uy bad Love bowed down the prond 
eneigies aad tbe lofty seni (tf tbe 
éanghter e£ ìotat Yemon^ 
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CHAPTEB XLVI. 

* 

THB BRIDÌ.L8. — THB A^COIBllPP. — THB FIB8T UtWWUJk PO0n68IOir OV UTTl. 



Il was the moming mi wìàdh. Con- 
Bteace and Oodolpldn were to be 
iBftRied ; it hftd- been settM thaà they 
weie to proceed the aame dagr towards 
Florence ; and Constance was at ber 
toilette wfaen ber womaa laid beside 
ber a large bouquet ef flowenk 

" Prom Percy— from Mr. €k)dol- 
pbia, I meauf sbe aoked, takìag 
them np. 

'' Ko, my lady ; a young wenmn 
ontside the palace gave them me, and 
bade me in such pretty Baglìab be 
Bare to givo them to your ladyahip ; 
and w ben I offered ber money, sbe 
would not take anything, my lady." 

'* The ItalìaoB are a courteous peo- 
ple/' replied Censtanoe; and sbe 
placed the flowen in ber besom. 

Ab, after the ceremony, Oodolphin 
asBÌsted bis bride into the carrìage, a 
girl, wrapped in a lazge doak, prearéd 
forward for a moment. Gfodolpbin 
bad in that moment tumed bis head 
to givo some order to bis seryant, and 
with the next the girl had snnk back 
into the throng that was drawn 
around the carriage — yet not before 
Constance had heard ber murmur in 
a deep, admiring, yet sorrowful tono : 
« Beautiful I ?u>w beautiful !— Ahme ! " 

" Did you observe wbat beautiful 
eyes that young girl badi" asked 
Constance, as the carriage whirled off. 

" Wbat girl ? I saw nothing but 
youl" 

" Hark 1 there is a noise behind." 

Godolphin looked out ; the crowd 
seemed collected round one person. 

" Only a young woman fainted, sir ! " 
said bis senrant seated behind. " Sbe 
fell down in a fit just before the 



borses; but they started aaide, and 
did not bnrt ber." 

«'That la fertmwfaB ! " nid GodoV 
pbin,. reaeatmg bimself by bia new 
bride; " drive en finèer." 

At Florenee, Godolpbia revealed 
to CoBstanee the ontliiie of Lncilla's 
history, and Constance slMtrcd some- 
what of the fee Unga wiib wbiob be 
teldii. 

'^ I left," laid he, " in tbe banda of 
the abbesB a sum to be entirely at 
Lncilla'B control, wbetber sbe stay in 
the eonTent or mot, and wbicb will 
always seenre to ber an independence. 
But I confess I sbould like now, oaee 
more to visit the convent, and team 
on wbat &te sbe bta dedded'' 

" You woold do well, dear Peroy," 
replied Constance, who from ber biga 
and starred sphere eonld stoop-to no 
Yulgar jealonsy ; ** xndeed, I thlnk, 
you eonld do no lesa." 

And Godolphin covered those gene- 
rous lips with the sweet kisses in 
which esteem begins to mingle with 
passion. Wbat bas the Eartb like 
that first firesh union of two bearts 
long separated, and now blended for 
over! However dose the-sympathy 
between woman and ber lover — how- 
ever each thinks to bave leamed the 
other — wbat a world is there loft un- 
leamed, untilmarriage brings ali those 
charming confidences, that bolyand 
sweet intercourse, which leave no se- 
parate interest, no undivided thought t 
But there is one thing that distin- 
g^ishes the conversation of young 
marrìed people from that of lovers on 
a less sacred footing — they talk of the 
future l Other lovers talk rather of 
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the paat; an uncertainty pervades 
their hereafter ; they feel, they recoil 
from, it; they are sensible that their 
plana are not one and indivisible. But 
married people are always laying out 
the " To COME ;" alwaya talking over 
their plana : this often takea aomething 
away from the tendemess of affec- 
tion, but how much it adda to ita 
enjoyment ! 

Seated by each other, and looking 
on the Silver Amo, Godolphin and 
Conatance, hand clasped in hand, aur- 
rendered themaelvea to the contem- 
plation of their future happineaa. 
" And what would be your favourite 
mode of life, dear Percyl" 

" Why, I have now no schemings 
left me, Conatance. With you ob- 
tained, I have grown a dullard, and 
]«ft off dreaming. But let me see ; a 
house in England — ycu like England 
— some ten or twenty miles from the 
great Babel : books, pietures, atatuea,. 
and old treea that ahall put us in 
mind of our Norman &thers who 
planted them; above ali, a noiay, 
clear, sunny stream gliding amidat 
them — deer on the opposite bank, 
half hidden amongat the fem; and 
rooks over headr a privilege for 
eccentricity that would allow one to 



be social or aolitary as one pleased ; 
and a house ao full of gueata, that to 
ahun them aU now and then would 
be no affront to one." 

** Well," said Constance, smilìng, 
« go on." 

" I have finished." 

"Finished?" 

" Yes, my fair Insatiablc 1 What 
more would you have V* 

" Why, this is but a country-life 
you have been talking of ; very well 
in ita wayfor three'months in the 
year." 

" Italy, then, for the other nine," 
retumed Godolphin. 

"Ah,.Percy! — is pleasure, mere 
pleasure, vulgar pleasure, — ^to bereally 
the sole end and aim of life 1 " 

"Aaauredly!" 

''And action, enterprise — are these 
asnothìngi" 

Godolphin was ailent^ but b^gan 
abaently to throw pebbles into the 
water. The action reminded Con- 
stance of the first time ahe had ever 
seen him among his ancestral groves; 
and she sighed as she now gazed on a 
brow from which the effeminacy and 
dreaming of his life had banished 
much of ita early chivalric and eamest 
expression. 
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CHAPTER XLVn, 



VBWS OF LVOILUL 



QoDOLPniN was about one moming 
io depart for the convent io whioh 
Lucilla had flown, when a letter was 
brought io him froxn the abbesB of 
the conrent herself ; it had follòwed 
him from Bome. Lucilla had lefb 
ber retreat — ^l^t it three days before 
Godolphin'B marriage; the abbesa 
knew not whither, bui beliered she 
intended to reside in Bome. She 
endosed him a note from Lucilla, 
left for him before ber departure. 
Short but characteristic ; it ran thus : — 

LUCILLA TO GODOLPHIN. 

"I can 8tayhere«io longer; my 
xnind will not submit to quiet ; thia 
inactivity Trears me to madneas. Be- 
Bides» I want to see thy wife. I Bhall 
go to Bome; I shall witnesB thy 
wedding ; and then— ah ! what then 1 
Givo me back, Godolphin, oh, gire 
me back the young pure heart I had 
ere I loved you ! Then, I could take 
Joy in ali things : — nowl But I will 
not repine ; it ìb beneath me. I, the 
danghter of the stare, am no love-sick 
and nerveleBB minion of a yain regret ; 
my pride ìb rouaed at last, and I feel 
at least the independence of being 
alone. Wild and roving Bhall be my 
future life ; that lot which denicB me 
hope, has raiaed me abore ali fear. 
Love makoB uà ali the woman ; love 
has left me, and Bomething hard and 
venturouB, something that belongs to 
ihy BOX, has come in ita Btead. 

" You bave left me money— I 
thank you — I thank you— I thank 
you ; my heart almost chokes me as 



I write this. Could you think of me 
Bo basely I — For shame, man I if mj 
child — otir child were liying, (and oh, 
Percy, Bhe had thine eyea !) I would 
see ber Btarve inch by inch rather 
than touch one doit of thy houiUy ! 
But Bhe is dead — thank God ! Fear 
not for me, I shall not starve ; these 
hands can snpport life. God blesa 
thee^-loved aa thou stili arti If, 
years hence, I should feel my end 
draw near, I will drag myself to thy 
country, and look once more on thy 
face before I die." 

Godolphin sunk down, and covercd 
bis face with bis hands.' Constance 
took up the letter. " Ay — read it !" 
said he in a hollow voice. She did bo, 
and when she had finished, the proud 
Constance, struck by a spirit like ber 
own, bathed the letter in ber tears. 
This pleased — this touched — this 
consoled Godolphin more than the 
most elaborate comfortings. 

** Poor girl i " said Constance, through 
ber tears, "this must not be; Bhe 
must not be left on the wide world to 
ber own despairing hearU Let ub 
both go to Bome, and seek ber out. 
/ will persuade ber to accept what 
she refuses from you." 

Godolphin pressed bis wife's band, 
but spoke noi. They went that day 
to Bome. Lucilla had departed for 
Leghom, and thence taken ber pas^ 
sage in a Tessei bound to the northem 
coasts of Europe. Perhaps she had 
sought ber father's land 1 With that 
hope, in the absence of ali othera,they 
attempted to console themselyes. 
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CHAPTEB XLVIII. 



IN WHIOH ZWO PERSONS^ PBRMAHENTLT UFIIXD, DISCOTEB THAT HO TIE OAH 

PRODUCE VKIOIS OF HINPS. 



Wbees paaaed on, aad, appurenlly, 
Gkxleljihin had leconciled himaelf to 
the digappearance and precariouB 
destiiiy of Lucilla. It was noi in bis 
cahu and brooding natnre to ahom 
much of emotion; but there was 
often, even in the preBence of Con- 
stanco, a doud on bis brow, and tbe 
fits of abstraotion to whiob he had 
always been accostomed grew npon 
bim more frequenti^ than aver. 
Conatanoe had been inured for years 
to the most assiduouB, the most de- 
voted aiientions; and now, UTÌng 
mnch alone vith Grodolphin, ahe be- 
gan Bomewhat to miss them; for 
Gtodolphin could be a «passionate, a 
romantic, but he could not be a veiy 
watchful loyer. He had no petit» 
aoina. Few husbands bave, it k trae; 
nor ìs it neeessarj for husbands in 
generaL But Constance was not an 
ordinary woman; she loved deeply, 
but she loved acoording to ber nature 
— as a woman proud and ezactàng 
must love. For Godolphin, ber 
haughty step waxed timorous and 
▼igilant; she always sprang forward 
the first to meet bim on bis return 
from bis solitary ramblìngs, and he 
smiled upon iier wìth bis wonted gfen- 
tleness — but not so gratefìxlly, thought 
Conatanoe, as he ought. In irath, he 
had been too much accustomed to 
the cago: lave of Lucilla, to feel greatly 
suiprised at any proof of tendemess 
&om Constance. Thus, too proud to 
speak— to hint a compUdnt, Constance 
was neyerthekas perpetnally wounded, 
and bj degrees (although not loying 
ber husband less) she taught that love 



to be more ooncealed. Oh, tiiat a<y 
eursed secretiveness in women, which 
makes them always belio themselves t 
Qodolphio, too, was noi without 
Am disappoìntments. There was som»- 
thing so bright, so purely inteUfictual 
about Constance's character, that at 
times^ when brought ìnto Constant 
intercourse with ber, you longed for 
some human weaknJoss — some wild» 
waim error on which to repose. 
Dazzlmg and &ir as snow, Hke snow, 
your eye acbed to gazo upon ber. 
She had, during the years o|. ber 
ungenial maniage, eultivated ber 
mind to the utmost ; few women wefB 
so accomplished — ^it might be leamed, 
ber conyersation flowed for erer ia 
the same bright, fiowery, adomed 
stream. Th^*e were times wh^i Go- 
dolpbin recolleeted how hard it is to 
read a Tolume of that <ì[^ibbon who in 
a page is so delightful. Her afièctioA 
for bim was intense, high, deroted; 
but it was wholiy of the same intet 
lectual, spìritualised etder ; it seemed. 
to Godolphxn to want human wwmfth 
and fondnesB. In &ot, thwe neyer 
was a woman wiho, both by orìgittal 
nature and after habits, was so purely 
and abstraotedly "mind" as was 
Constance ; there was not a single 
trait or taste in her character, that a 
sensualist could haye sneered at. Her 
heart was whoUy Gk)dolpbsn's ; her 
mind was generous, sympathising, 
lofty; her penon unriyalled in the 
majeety of ita loveliness; ali thes^ 
too, were GkKlolphin's, and yet the 
eternai something was wanting stilL 
" I bare brought you your hai» 
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Percy/' said Constanoe ; '' you forg«t 
the dewfi are falling ifist, and your 
head is nncovered." 

" Thank you," said Percy, gently ; 
yet Constance thought the tone might 
haye been warmer. " How beautiful 
Ì8 thìfi hour I Look yonder, the sun's 
ray etili upon those ixnmortal hilla — 
thiat Ione grey tower amonget the iar 
plains — ^the pines around — hearken 
to their sighing! These are indeed 
the Bcenes of the Dryad and the Paun. 
These are scenes where we could 
xnelt our whole nature down to love : 
Nature never meant us for the stem 
and arid destinies we fulfil. Look 
round, Constance, in every leaf of 
ber gorgeous hook, how glowingly is 
written the one sentence, * Loyb, ànd 
BB HAPPY 1 ' You answer not ; to these 
thoughts you are cold." 

"They breathe too much of the 
Epicurean and bis rose-leaves for me/' 
answered Constonce, smilingly. '' I 
love better that stem old tower, telling 
of glorious strife and great deeds, 
than ali the sqfter landscape, on which 
the present debasement of the south 
seems written." 

" Tou and your English/' said Gk>- 
dolphin, Bomewhat bitterly, '' prato of 
the debasement of my poor Italians 
in a jargon that I confess almost en- 
rages me. (Constance coloured and 
bit ber lip.) Debasement ! why de- 
basement 1 They ei^joy themselres; 
they take from life ite just moral; 
they do not affect the more violent 
crìmes; they feel their mortality, 
foUow ita common ends, are friyolous, 
contented, and diel Well; this is 
debasement. — Be it so. But for what 
would you ezchange iti The hard, 
cold, ferocious guilt of ancient Bome; 
the detestable hypocrisy, the secret 
villany, fraud, murder, that stamped 
republican Yenicel The days of 
gloiy that you lament are the days of 
the darkest guilt ; and man shudders 
when he reads what the fair moralisers 
oyer the soft and idle Italy sigh to recali ! 



" You are severe," said Constance, 
with a pained voice. 

" Forgive me, dearest, but you art 
often severe en my feelings." 

Constance was silent ; the magic of 
the Bunset was gene; they walked 
back to the house, thoughtful, and 
Bomewhat cooled towards each other. 

Another day, on which the rain 
forbade them to stir from homo, 
Godolphin, after he had remained 
long silent and meditating, said to 
Constance, who was busy writing let- 
tera to ber politicai friends, in which, 
avoiding Italy and love, the scheming 
countess dwelt only on busy England 
and its eternai politics, 

" Will you r§àd to me, dear Con- 
stance ì my spirits are sad to<day I the 
weather affects them 1 " 

Constance laid aside ber lettera, and 
took up one of the many books that 
strewed the table : it was a volume of 
one of our most popular poets. 

" I hate poetry," said Godolphin, 
languidly. 

" Here is Machiavel's history of the 
Prince of Lucca," said Constance, 
quickly. 

" Ah, read that, and see how odious 
is ambition," returned Godolphin. 

And Constance read, but she warmed 
at what Godplphin's lip curled with 
disdain. The sentiments, however, 
drew him from bis apathy ; and pre- 
sently, with the eloquence he could 
command when once excited, he 
poured forth the doctrinea of bis 
peculiar philosophy. Constance listen- 
ed, delighted and absorbed ; she did 
not sympathise with the thought, but 
she was struck with the genius which 
clothed it. 

"Ah 1" said she, with enthusiasm, 
" why should those brilliant words be 
thus spoken and lost for ever 1 Why 
not stamp them on the living page, or 
why not invest them in the oratory 
that would render you illustrious and 
them immortal." 

/* Excellentl" said Godolphin, 
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laughing : " the House of Commons 
would sympathise with philosophjr 
irarmly ! " 

Yet Constance was righi on the 
irhole. But the curse of a life of 
pleasurc is its avcrsion to useful ac- 
tivity. Talk of the genius that lies 
crushed and obscure in poverty! 
Wealth and station have also their 
mute Miltons and inglorious Hamp- 



dens. Alas ! how much of dccp and 
irue wisdom do ire mcet among the 
triflers of the worid! Hotr mach 
that in the stern middle ìralks of life 
would have obtained renown, in the 
withering and relaxed air of loftier 
rank dies away unheeded.! The tv«'o 
eztremes meet in this, — the destrac- 
tion of mental gifta. • 
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CHAPTER XLIX, 



tHl iUETURK TO lONDOH. — THS ETXRVAL VATURB Or DtSAPPOINTMINT. — WÀ.KVT 

XILLIVOSB. — HSR HOUSB AND 8UPPBB. 



Il waa in the midat of spring^ and 
at the approach of night, that our 
trayellers entered London. After an 
absence of some duration, there Ì8 a 
singolar emotion on retuming to the 
roar and tnmult of that vast city. Ita 
bastie, ita life, ita wealth<-~the tokens 
of the ambition and commerce of the 
Oreat Island Race — ^have something 
of inconceivable excitement and 
power, after the comparative deser- 
tion and mi^'estio stillneBS of Con- 
tinental cities. Constanoe leaned 
restloBaly forth from the vindow of 
the caniage as it whirled on. 

"Oh, lìat I were a man!^ said 
« ahe, feryently, 

"And whyl** asked Godolphin, 
amilingly. 

" Why 1 Look ont on this broad 
theatre of uniyersal ambition, and 
read the why. What a prond and 
▼arious career lies opon in this free 
city to every citizen! Look, look 
yonder — the old hereditary sonate, 
stili eloquent with high memories.'' 

" And dose by it," said Godolphin, 
sneering, "behold the tomb !" 

" Yes, but the tomb of great men !" 
eaid Constance, eagerly. 

" The victims of their greatness." 

There waa a pause; Constance 
would not reply, die would scarcely 
listen. 

" And do yon feel no excitement, 
Percy, in the hum and bustle— the 
lights, the pomp of your native city 1" 

" Tes ; I am in the mart where ali 
ei\joyment may be purohased." 

"Ah,fie!" 

Godolphin drew his doak round 
No. 141. 



him, and put up the window. " These 
cursed cast winds 1 " 

Very trae— they are the carso of 
the country 1 

The carriage stopped at the stately 
portico of Erpingham House. Godol- 
phin felt a little humiliated at being 
indebted to another — ^to a woman, for 
so splendid a tenement; but Con- 
stance, not penetrating into this sen- 
timent, hastened up the broad stairs, 
and said, pointing to a door that led 
to her boudoir, 

" In that room cabinets hare been 
formed and shaken." 

Godolphin laughed; he was alive 
only to the vanity of the boast, because 
he shared not the enthusiasm ; this 
was Constance's weak point : her dark 
eye flashect fire. 

There's nothing borea a man more 
than the sort of uneasy quiet that 
foUowB a day's joumey. Godolphin 
took his hat, and yawningly stretch- 
ing himself, nodded to Constance, and 
moved to the door ; they were in her 
dressing-room at the timo. 

'* Why, what, Percy, you cannot be 
going out now ! " 

" Indeed I am, my love.** 

" Where, in Heayen's nameV 

" To WMte's, to leam the news of 
the Opera» and the strength of the 
Ballet." 

" I had just rung for lights, to show 
you the house 1 " said Constance, dis- 
appointed and half-reproachfully. 

" Mercy, Constance ! damp rooms 

and east whìds together are toc much. 

House, indeed! what can there be 

worth seeing in your English draw« 

M 11 
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ing-rooms after the xnarble palaces of 
Italy ì Any commands 1 " 

''None!" said Constance, sìnking 
back into ber cbair, with the tears in 
ber eyes. Godolphin did not per- 
ceive them; he was only dìspleased 
by the cold tone of ber answer, and 
be shnt the door, mntterìng to bim- 
self— " Was there ey«r sach indelieate 
ostentation!" 

''And thns," eaid Constanee, bii- 
tcrly, " I return to England ; friend- 
less, nnloTed, aolitaiy in my sebemes 
and my beart as I was before. Awake, 
my soni ) thou art my sole strength, 
my sole sopport. Weak^weak tbat I 

was, to lore tbis man in spite of 

Well^ w eli, I am not simk so low as 
to regpct." 

So saying, sbe wiped airaya few 
tesrs, and tnming with a strongeAn-t 
from sofber Uiougbts, leaned ber cheek 
on ber band, and gazing on the fire, 
sorrendered henelf to the stemcr and 
more plotting meditations whieb ber 
return to the cirde of ber old ambi- 
aon had at first called forth. 

Meanwbile Godolphin tamitered 
into the tben areb-ciub of ^t. James's, 
that reservoir of idle exqnisites and 
kid-gloved politicians. There are 
two classes of popolar men in London ; 
the sprigbtly, joyons, good-bumonred 
set ; the qniet, gentle, sareastie herd. 
The one are fbllows called derilisb 
good — ^the otber, fellows called detti- 
isb gentleman-like. ¥o the htter 
class belonged Godolphin. As be had 
never written a book, nor set np ibr 
a genius, bis cleremess was tacitly 
allowed to be no impedìment to his 
good qualities. Kothing atones for 
the sin, in the eyes of tkose yonng 
gentlemen who . create for their eon- 
temporarìes repntation, of baring in 
any way distingnisbed onesèlf. " He's 

snob a d d bore, that man with 

bis books and poetry," said an arch- 
dandy of Byron, Just after "Obilde 
Harold" bad tnmed the beads of 
the womtBB. Tfbere happened to be 



a knot assembled at Wbite's when 
Godolphin entered; they welcomed 
bim affectionately. 

" Wish yon joy, old fellow," said 
one. " Bless me, Godolphin ! well, 
I am delighted to see you," cried 
another. " So, yon inve monopolised 
Lady Erpingham f — hxtkj àog^" 
whispored a thinL 

Godolphin, his vanity soothed by 
the reception be mei with, spent bk 
evenin** it the Olnb. The babit began, 
became tft»^ — Gtodolphin spent many 
erenings at bis club. €oii«taBee, 
mnning the rousd of ber aeqtMiBd- 
aace, was too prond to oomplaSiL 
Perbaps complaìnt wonld not baif« 
mended fbe matter : bnt one word <if 
delicate tendemess, or one look that 
asked Ibr bis society, aad Wbite*s 
wonld bare been fomken! Godol- 
phin secretly resented the ^ery ef^en- 
ness of temper he had tace almost 
overprised. 

" Oh, Godolphin,*' one evenìng 
whispei^ a yonng ImhI, " we sap at 
the little actress's, — Ae Millinger; 
yon remember the Millingerl Yon 
must come ; yon are an old tefonnto^ 
you know: sbell be so giad to see 
yon, — ali innocente by the way : Imày 
Erpingham need not be jealoos — 
(jealons! Gonatanee jealons of Fanny 
Millinger Q ali ìnnoeent. Come, FU 
drive yon there; my cab is at the 
door." 

" Anyibing better fium a lectore 
on ambitton," l^onght Godolphia; 
andbeeonsented. Godolphin's friend 
was a lively yonng nobleman, of thst 
good-natured, easy, nneaptions tem- 
per, whieb a clever, suseeptible, indo- 
lent man, often likes better ^tuai 
comrades more intellectual, beeanee 
he bas not to pnt bimself ont of his 
way in the eomradeship. Lord VU- 
coner rattled on, as they drore alosg 
the brìUiant streets, throngh a thon- 
sand topicB, of whieb Godolphin heavft 
as mnch as he pleased ; and Paleoner 
was of that age and those Bpiiita-wàen 
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• liatener m^r 1» «uiUy dkpovwd 

They arriFed at a- little tìUa aì 
Bromptoa : ibwo "wi» » little gavdoa 
roand it» tod a Uttl« bower in ona 
.oomer, ali kepiezoeMÌvely noat; a«A 
the outttda of tbe house had just bota 
paiated whila fram top to bottam ; 
and thare waa a yannidah to 4àe 
house ; and tb^ wìndowa wave ^ate- 
IJAai> with mabogany laahes^-onlj, 
hraa and theiOi a Qatiào cMament waa 
9tiick in by way of looking " tasty ;" 
and thixMigh ODO windov on tbe 
ground-floer, làelig]it9,fihÌJiÌBi9iritliin* 
ihowed erìmaon «Ik andgildad ohairs, 
and ali sorta of fineiy^— Louis Qiaatorze 
in a natshell ! The reader knows the 
Bort of house as well as if he had liyed 
in ii Ladies of Fanny- Millinger's 
tum of mind always choose the same 
kind of habitation. It is astonishing 
what an unanimity of tasto they bave ; 
and young men abont to^n cali it 
"taste''toO; and imitate the fashion 
in their own little tusculuma in Chapel 
Street. 

After having threaded a Gothic 
hall four feet by eight, and an ovai 
conservatory with a river-god in the 
middle, the two visitors fonnd them- 
selvoB in the presence of Fanny 
Hillinger. 

Gk>dolphin had certainly felt no 
small curiosity to see again the frank, 
fair, laughing face which had shone 
on bis boyhood, and bis mind ran 
bnsily back to that summer eyening 
when, with a pulso how different from 
^ts present languid tenour, and a heart 
buming with ardour and the pride of 
noyel independence, the young adyen- 
turer first sallied on the world. He 
drew back inyoluntarily as he now 
gazed on the actress: she had kept 
tiie promise of ber youth, and grown 
round and full in ber proportions. 
She was eztrayagantly dressed, but 
not with an ungraceful, although a 
theatrical choice : ber fair hands and 
arms were coyered with jewels, and 



that indflsr^bable air wUch batiaja 
tba stage waa&r mora yisiblj m«rkad 
in ber deporimaat than whan Qodol' 
phin first knew bar; yat sUU thnw 
aia» the nma fieadom as af old, tka 
■attojoyousnass, and good-bnmoavad 
oarelasanaas ìa ber mairnar, and «a 
the silyer mg of bar yoUa» aa alia 
grotttod Falaonar, and tnmad to «laes- 
tioa bim a» to bia Mend. Qodolphin 
dnv^ipad hia oloak, and the next w^ 
saant^ vìth a pretjtgr serean, qnito 
stage-efioct, and yet quite natunnUi tba 
aotr«sa had throivii banalf inU> bis 
ann& 

"Oh ! but I fai^pot," aajd aba psa- 
santly, with a mock saluMion of 
respect, "you are married now ; there 
will be no more cakes and ale. Ah ! 
what long years since we met ; yet I 
haye neyer quite forgotten you, al- 
though the stage requìres ali one's 
memory for one's new parts. Alas ! 
your hair — it toaa so beautiful — it has 
lost half its curi, and grown thin. 
Yery rude in me to say so, but I 
always speak the truth, and my heart 
warms to see you, so ali its thoughts 
thaw out." 

" Well," said Lord Falconer, who 
had been playing with a little mufiy 
sort of dog, "you'll recoUect me 
presently." 

" You ! Oh I one never thinks of 
you, ezcept when you speak, and then 
one recollects you — to look at the 
clock." 

"Very good, Fanny — yery good, 
Fan : and when do you expect Wind- 
sor ] — He ought to be bere soon. Teli 
me, do you like bim really V 

** Like bim ? — ^yes, excessiyely ; just 
the word for bim — for you ali. If 
love Were thrown into the stream of 
life, my little sail would be upset in 
an instante But in truth, what with 
dressing, and playing, and ali the 
graye business of life, I am not idle 
enough to loye. And oh, Godolphin, 
l 'm so improyed ! Ask Lord Falco- 
ner, if I don't sing like an angel, 

M 2 
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although xny voice is liardiy strong 
enough to go round a loo-table ; bui 
on the stage, one leams to dispense 
with ali qualities. It is a carìons 
thingy tbat fictitious existence, side 
by side with the real one ! We live 
in enchantment, Percy, and enjoy 
what the poeta pretend to." 

The dreiftmingGodolphin was struck 
bj the remark. He was snrprìsed, 
alflo, to see how much Fanny remained 
the same. A life of guety had not 
debased her, 

Tom Windsor carne nezt, an Irìsh- 
man of fiye-and-forty, not like his 
conntiTmen in anght sare wit. Thin, 
smalli shriyelledi but np to bis ears 



in knowledge of the world, and with 
a jest for erer on bis tongae ; rich and 
gay, — ^he was always popnLir, and he 
made the most of thia little life with- 
out being an absolute rascal. Nezt 
dropped in the handsome Frenchman, 
De DamyiUe ; nezt, the yonng gam^ 
bler, St. John ; next, two ladies, both 
actresses; and the party wag complete. 
The snpper was in keeping with 
the house ; the beat wines, exceUent 
yiands — ^the actresa had grown neh. 
Wit| noise, good-humonr, anecdota, 
flashed round with the champagne; 
and Qodolphin, exhilarated into a 
second youth, fimcied himself once 
more the votiuy of pleaanre. 
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** Ybs," said Qodolphin, the next mom- 
ìng, aa he soliloquised over his lonely 
biiakfastrtable— lonely, for the houra 
of the restlem Constanoe were not 
those of the luzurioua aad indolent 
Godolphin, and ahe waa àlreadj in 
her carriage— naj, already cloaeted 
with an intriguing ambattadroBS : — 
" Yes; I have paaìied two eras of life 
—the first of romanoe» the aecond of 
contemplaUon ; once my fiivourite 
Btttdy waa poetiy— next, philoaophy. 
ISow, retumed to my native country, 
rich, settled, yet young, new objecta 
arise to me; not that volgar and 
troublouB ambition (which is to make 
a toil of life) that Constanoe suggesta, 
but a more warm and viyid existence 
than that I bave lately dreamed away. 
Let luxury and pleasure now be to 
me what solitade and thought were. 
I bave been too long the solitary, I 
wUl leam to be social." 

Agreeably to this resolation, €k)dol- 
phin retumed with avidity to the 
ei\joyment of the world; he found 
himself courted, he courted society 
in return. Erpingham House had 
been for years the scene of &scina- 
tion : who does not recollect the yet 
greater refinement which ita new lord 
threw over ita circlesl A delicate 
and just conception of the fine arts 
had always chiuracterìsed Qodolphin. 
He now formed that ardour for col- 
lecting, common to the more elegant 
order of minds. From his beloved 
Italy he imported the most beautiful 
statues— his cabineta were fiUed with 



gema— his walls glowed with the tri- 
nmphs of the canvass — ^the showy but 
heterogeneous fumiture of £rpingham 
House gare way to a more classic and 
perfect tasto. — ^The same fastidious^ 
ness which, in the affairs of the heart^ 
had chftracterised Qodolphin's habita 
and sentimentSyCharactwised his new 
pursuits ; the same thirst for the Ideal, 
the same worship of the Beautiful, and 
aspirations after the Perfect. 

It was not in Constance's nature to 
admit this smaller ambition; her tasto 
was pure but not minute; she did 
not descend to the philosophy of do- 
tali. But she was glad stili to see 
that Qodolphin could be aroused to 
the discoveiy of an aotive object ; and, 
although she sighed to perceive his 
fine genius Mttered away on the 
trifles of the yirtuoso--although she 
secretly regretted the waste of her 
great wealth (which afforded to poli- 
ticai ambition so high an adyantage) 
on the mute marble, and what she 
deemed, nor uDJustly, frivolous curi- 
ositie8--ahe stili ne?er interfered with 
Qodolphin's oaprioes» conscious that» 
to his delicacy, a single objection to 
his wishes on the score of expenae 
would bave reminded him of what 
she wished him most to forget— via., 
that the means of this lavila expen- 
diture were deriyed from her. She 
hoped that his mind, once &ir]y 
awakened, would soon grow sated 
with the aoquisition of baubles, and 
at length dgh for loftier objects ; and, 
in the meanwhile, she plunged into 
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her old party plots and ambitious 
intrìgues. 

Erpingham House, celebrated as 
ever for the beauty of ita queen and 
for the politicai nature of ita enter- 
tainments, received a new celebfìty 
from its treasures of art and the 
itpirìttitl wii «ad grftoe irith whieh 
Qodolphin lnT«sted itg attraotions. 
Among the <iFOwd of it« goests there 
was one mhom its ownen more patr- 
ticularly esteemed — Stainforth Sad- 
eìjfk ^as stili eonftiderably under 
ikàri^, but already a ^gtiiigaiflb«d 
man. At sehool he bad been dirtin- 
guifihed: at ooll^ge dislinguiriMd, 
and now in the ^rorld of fcience dis- 
tinguished also. Beneàth a quieta 
soft, and eold exterior, he OMieealed 
the most resolnte and peiMrering 
ambition ; and this ambitlon VrUB the 
giMrermng fecnlty of hùs 0oul« His 
energies were imdistraeted by «mail 
óbjeetfi ; for he went little into gene- 
ral flòoiety, and he espeoially edught 
in his Btudiea thoM pnrsuiti whieh 
nervo and braoe the nùnd. He m» 
a profound thinker, a deep politicai 
eoonomist, an aecurate finander, a 
judge of the intrieaoies of momift and 
legislfltion-->for io U« mete hook- 
étndies he added an initiiiotive pene* 
tration into men; and when from 
tlme te timo he )*ej<^ed the world, 
he cooght ottt thoee móst di8tìn' 
gttiahed in the «oiences he had culti* 
Tited, and by their tight» oojfreeted 
hifi own. In him there muB nothing 
desultory or undetenàined ; his oon- 
dutìt was perpetaal oahmlaAion. He 
did nothing but with an^eye to a final 
objeet ; and wheai, to the fuperficial, 
he seemed mo«t to irander from the 
road their prudence wonld hai?e sug- 
gested, he waa only seeking the «urest 
and shortest paths. Yet hid ambltion 
Iftas not the mere tulgar thirst for 
getting on in the vorld; he oared 
little for the paltry place, the petty 
power which auiy Mirard what are 
ealled «apiring yonogmen. Hisolear 



sight penetratedto objectsthatseemed 
wrapped in shade to ali others ; and 
to those only, — distant, but vast and 
towering, — he deigned to attach his 
desires. He cared not for amali and 
momentary rewards ; and while alwaya 
(for he knew its neoessity) uppermost 
on the tide of the hour, he had neither 
Joy nor thoaght for the peity honours 
for whioh he vas envied, and by which 
he was snpposed to he elated. Always 
occupied and always thoughtful, he 
went, as I bave Just said, very UtUti 
into the gay irorld, astd was aot vuy 
well lòrmed to ahine in it wken thcve ; 
for trffles reqnire the wbole mM «a 
muoh as matters of importiBiee. He 
did not want either wit or poliah, 
bnt he taSked his powers ioo na^réky 
on great subjeots not to be aometiiMa 
dull npon Binali ones ; y«t> when he 
was eiUier excited or at home, he was 
not withonfr^what man of geuiiui 
is V-hi« pecuUar powem of oouYen»* 
tiOB. There was in ibis yoimg, da^, 
brooding,>stenL man, that whieh lad 
eharmed Oonstanco at first si^t ; iIm 
thought to reeognìse a nature UIbì 
her own, aad Badolyfib^ ipienturMus 
spìiit emked in « oommiiM wiHi 
hors. Their poUties w«re the sam* | 
their ultimate «nds net v&rff «ttUlee ; 
and their ooimnen ambltion fiumislMd 
«hem with an «temity of topies and 
Bchemes. Raddytfe was CoBBtaiice'A 
guest ^'^--'btit Godolphln soon giew 
attached to Ihe youBg polltieian* 
though he shragged his ahooldets at 
his opinkms. 'In youth, GodolpUa 
had been a Toty-^'Hiow, tf anythlng hft 
was a Tory «tm. Buoh a pòlitàoal 
creed was perhaps tiào natund resalt 
of his philOBophioal betìef. Oonataace^ 
Whig by professione «Itra-Liberal in 
rei^ity, stili however gare the ehano* 
ter to the politica of the House ; aad 
th« easy Qod<^phi& thought politlis 
the veriest of ali the trifles whioh a 
man ooold leave to the discretion of 
the lady of his household. We oia(y 
judge, therefore, <xf the quiet, ooaok- 
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pUkcent unnaemeiit he felt in the 
didactics of Bftdolyffe or the declama- 
M^AS of CSoDstuice. 

" Thai ÌB a daogoroiia, ichemiiig 
womiA, belMTe ma," sud tiie Dacheas 



of io ber great huabaud, one 

monùng, when CouBtance left ber 
Qrace. 

''lìToiigeiiBel women are never daik* 
gerouft." 
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Tn courte of life which Qodolphin 
Bow led, waaexacUj that whieh it is 
naturai for a yery rich intellectaal 
man U> indulge — ^voluptuouB, but re- 
fined. He was arriving ai that age 
when the poetry of the heart necee- 
nrilj decsTii. Wealib alxnost un- 
limited waa at bÌB commaad ; he bad 
no motivo for exertion; and he now 
sought in pleasure that whieh he bad 
lormerly asked firom romance. Ab 
bifi fiMulties and talenta bad no other 
àrcle for display than that which 
^'■ociety"afifordB; sobyBlowd^greeB, 
■ociety— ite applanse and itaregard — 
beoame to hùn of greater importance 
ihan bia ''pbiloaopby dreamt of." 
Whateyer the drcle we live amongst, 
the public opinion of tbat drcle will, 
aooner or later, obtain a control oyer 
na. ThiB is the reaaon why a life of 
pleasure makes even the strongest 
mìnd frivolous at laat. The lawyer, 
the Bonator, the man of lettera, ali 
are insesBlbly guided— moulded — 
fimned — ^by the judgment of the tribe 
they belcmg to« and the circle in which 
they moTC. Stili more is it the case 
wiih the idlen of the great world, 
amongst whom the only main staple 
of talk is " tbemselyeB." 

And in the last-named set, Ridicule 
being more strong and fearful a deity 
than she la amongst the cultivators of 
the grayer occupations of life, reduces 
the inmaies, by a Constant dread of 



incurring ber displeaaure, to a more 
monotonous and r^gnlar subjection to 
the judgment of otbers. lUdicule ia 
the stifler of ali eneigy amongst thoae 
she controls. "* After a man's poaitMA 
in society is once eatablisbed — after 
he has arriyed at a certain a|;e— he 
does not like to hazard any intellectnal 
enterprise which mi^ endanger the 
quantum of respeot or popularity at 
present allotted to bim. He does mot 
Uke to riak a fùlure in parlismant-Hk 
causticcrìticìaminliterature: he dosa 
not like to excite new jealousies, and 
provoke angry xiyals where he now 
finds eomphùsaat inferion. Themost 
admired authon» the moat respected 
members of etther house, now looked 
up to Qodolphin as a man of wìt and 
genius; a man wbose house, wboao 
wealtb, wbose wife, gaye bim an in- 
fluence few individuals ei\joy. Why 
risk ali this req>ect by pcoyokiog 
Gomparison ì Among the fiist in one 
line, why sink into the probabili^ of 
being seeond-xate in another 1 

This motiye, which secretly goyerna 
half the aristocraoy— the cleyerer balf, 
yiz., the more diffident and the more 
esteemed ; which leayes to the obtuse 
and the yain, a despised and unen- 
yiable notoriety; added new force to 
Godolpbin's philosophical indiffereuce 
to ambition. Perhaps, bad his situa- 
tion been less brilliant, or bad he per- 
severed in that early affection for 



168 



GODOLPHIN. 



Bolitude which youth loves as the beat 
nurse to ita dreams, he might now, in 
attaining an age when ambition, often 
dumb before, usnally begins to make 
itself heardy haye awakened to a more 
resolute and aspiring temperament of 
mind. But, as it was, courted and 
surrounded by ali the e^joyments 
which are generally the reward to 
which ezertion looks, even an ambi- 
tiouB man might haye forgotten his 
nature. No wound to his vanity, no 
feeling that he was underrated, (that 
great spur to proud minds,) excited 
him to those ezertions we undertake 
in order to belle calumny. He was 
** theglass of fashion/' at once popular 
and admired ; and hisgood fortune in 
marrying the celebrated^ the wealthy, 
the beautiful Countess of Erpingham 
was, as success always is, considered 
the pr(K>f of his genius, and the token 
of his merìts. 

It was certainly true, that a secret 
and mutuai disappointment rankled 
beneaththebrìlliant lotof the husband 
and wife. Godolphin ezacted from 
Constance more softness, more devo- 
tion, more compliance than belonged 
to her nature ; and Constance, on the 
other band, ceased not to repine that 
she found in Godolphin no sympathy 
with her objects, and no feeling for 
her enthusiasm. As there was little 
congenial in their pursuits, the one 
living for pleasure, the other for am- 
bition, so there could be no conge- 
niality in their intercourse. They 
loved each other stili ; they loved each 
other warmly ; they never quarrelled ; 
for the temper of Constance was mild, 
and that of Godolphin generous : bui 
neither belieyed there was much loye 
on the other side; and both sought 
abroad that fellowship and those ob- 
jects they had not in common at 
home. 

Constance was a great fayourite with 



the reigningking; she was oonstantly 
inyited to the narrow circle of festiTÌ- 
ties at Windsor. Godolphin, who 
ayoided the heing bored as the greatert 
of earthly eyils^ oould not bow dowB 
his tastes and habits to any ezact and 
precise order of life, howeyer distìn- 
guished the circle in which it beeame 
the mie. Thirsting to be amused, he 
could not conjugate the dctive yerb 
'' to amuse." No man was more 
fitted to adom a covai, jet no man 
could less play the courtier. He ad« 
mired the manners of the Boyereign, 
— he did homage to the naturai acute* 
nessof hisunderstanding; but^acco»- 
tomed as he was to lay down the law 
in society, he was too proud to leceiTe 
it from another, — a common case 
among those who liye with the great 
by Tight, and not through sufieranoe. 
His pride made him fear to seem a 
parasite; and, too chiyalroos to be 
disloyal, he was too haughty to be 
subseryient. In iact, he was tho- 
roughly formed to be the Great 
Aristocrat, — a career utterly dìstìnct 
from that of the Hanger^on upon a 
stili greater man ; and against his suc- 
cess at court, he had an obstacle no 
less in the inkereiDt^fierté of his nature, 
than in the acqnized phUosophy of his 
cynicism. 

The king, at first» was ciyil enough 
to Lady Erpingham's husband; bnt 
he had penetration enough to see that 
he was not adequately admired : and 
on the first demonstration of royal 
coolness, Godolphin, glad of an ex* 
cuse, foreswore Castle and Payilion for 
eyer, and left Constance to enjoy alone 
the honours of the regal hospitalitj. 
The world would haye insinuated 
scandal; but there was that about 
Constance's beauty which there is said 
by one of the poets to belong to an 
Angeles -*it strnck the heart, but 
awed the senses. 



GODOLPHIN. 



169 



CHAPTER LII. 



RADOLYFFB ANB OODOLPHIR OORYSBSB. — ^THK TARIETIIS OF AXBITIOK. 



^'I don't know,* fiaid Godoipkin to 
Eadclyffe, as they were one day riding 
together among the green lanes that 
borderthe metropolis---'' I don't knoif 
what to do with myself this evening. 
Lady Erpingham is gone to Windsor; 
I bave no dinner engagement, and I 
am wearied of balls. Shall we dine 
together, and go to the play quietly, aa 
we might bave dono Bome ten years 
ago]" 

"NothingI Bhonld like better;— 
and the theatre — are you fond of it 
now] I think I bave board you say 
that it once made your &vourite 
amusement." 

** I stili like it passably/' answered 
Godolphin; "but the gloss is gone 
from the delusion. I am grown 
moumfully fiistidious. I must bave 
excellent acting — an excellent play. 
A sligbt fault — a slight deviation from 
nature — robs me of my content at the 
whole." 

" The same fisiult in your character 
pervading ali tbings," said Radclyffe> 
balf smiling. 

"True,** said Qodolphin, yawning; 
— "but bave you seen my new 
Canovai" 

"No: I care nothing for statues, 
and I know nothing of the Fine 
Arts." 

" What a confesùon 1 " 

'' Yes, it is a rare confession : but 
I Buspect that the Arts, like truffles 
and olives, are an acquired tasto. 
People talk themselves into admira- 
tion, where at first they felt indiffer- 
enee. But how can you, Godolphin, 
with your talenta, firitter away lUé on 
these baubles 1" 



'*YovL are civil," said Godolphin, 
impatiently. " Allow me to teli you 
that it is your objects / consider 
baubles. Your dull, plodding, weari- 
some honours; a name in the news- 
papers — a place, perbaps, in the 
Ministry — purchased by a sacrificed 
youth and a degraded manhood — a 
youth inlabour,amanhood in schemes. 
No, Badclyffe ! givo me the brighi, 
the giad sparkle of ezistence; and, 
ere the sad years of age and sickness, 
let me at least enjoy. That is wisdom ( 
Your creed is But I will noi imi- 
tate your radeness l " and Godolphin 
laughed. 

** Certainly," replied Badclyfib, "you 
do your beat to eiyoy yourself. You 
live well, and fare sumptuously : your 
house is Buperb, your villa enchanting. 
Lady Erpingham is the handsomest 
woman of ber timo : and, as if that 
were not enough, half the fine women 
in London adxnit you at their feet, 
Yet you are not happy." 

''Ay: but who isl" cried Godol- 
phin, energetically. 

" I am," said Badclyffe, diyly. 

« You !— humph I " 

" You disbelieve me." 

"I have no righi io do so : bui are 
you not ambitious 1 And is not am- 
bition full of anxiety, care, — ^mortifi- 
cation at defeat, disappointment in 
success] Boes not the very word 
ambition — that is, a desire to be 
something you are not — prove you 
discontented with what you are ]" 

" You speak of a vul^póir ambition," 
said Badclyffe. 

''Most august sago! — and what 
species of ambition is yours]" 
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"Not that which you descrìbe. 
You Bpeak of the ambition for self; 
xny ambition is singular — it is the 
ambition for others. Some years ago, 
I chanced to form an object in what 
I considered the welfare of my race. 
You amile. Nay, I boast no virtue 
in my dream ; but philanthropy was 
my hobby as statnes may be yours. 
To effect thìg object, I see gveat 
changes are neceesary: I desire, I 
w ork for these great changes. I am 
net blind, in the meanwhiie, to gloiy. 
I desire, on the contrary, to obtain 
it ; but it would only please me if it 
carne from certain sources. I want 
to feel that I may lealiae what I 
attempt; and wish for that glory 
that cornea from the pennonent gra- 
titude of my species, not that which 
sprìugs from their momentary ap- 
plauso. Now, I am yain, very vain : 
vanity was, some years ago, the 
strongest characteristic of my nature. 
I do not pretend to conquer the 
weakness, but to tnrn it towards my 
purposes. I am yain enough to wìsh 
to shine» but the light must eome 
from deeds I think really woxtby." 
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Well, weU ! ** said Godolphìn, a 
little interested in spite of himaelf ; 
" but ambition of one sort resemblea 
ambition of another, inasmuch as it 
involves perpetuai harassments and 
humiliations.'' 

"Not so," answered fiadclyffe; — 
" because when a man is striving for 
what he &ncies a laudable object, the 
goodness of his intentions comiorto 
him for a £ùlure in auccess, whereas 
your selfishly ambiUous man has no 
consolation in his defeate ; he is hma- 
bled by the extemal world, and haa 
no inner world to apply to for con- 
solation." 

"Oh, man!** said Godolphin, 
almost bitterly, " how dost thou eter- 
nally deceive thyself 1 Here Ì9 the 
thirst for power, and it calla itself the 
love of mankind." 

"Believe me,** said Badclyffe, so 
eamesily, and with so deep a mean- 
iog in his graye, brìght ey^ that 
Godolphìn was staggered from hia 
scepticism; — ^"beliere me^ they may 
be distinct pasùons^ and yet caa he 
united." 
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rARKT BBBIII» nu 801100.— BiMi]iisonr< 
OV «lMK,-*HnBa SUPPB» AT VAinrT 



I OV TOUfB^-^BB UMSflMàXim 

MiuurasB.'&^-f Auc or a saomuan) 



Thb {day was '' Fizano/' and Fanny 
MilUnger acied Cora, Godolphin 
and Badalyffe veni behlad tho 
•oeneB. 

'' Ah 1 " aaid Fanny, ai aha fltood 
in her white Peravìan dreaa, waiting 
hor tttm to re-enier the «tage, — "Ah, 
Qodolphin t thia xerninda me of old 
iiinea. How many years bave paaied 
aince you uaed to take aaoh pleaaure 
in thia mimic life ! Wall do I remem- 
ber your muiing eye and thoughtful 
brow bent kindly on me from the 
•tage-boz yonder : and do you recol- 
lect hoir prettily yon uaed to moialiae 
on the deaerted aoenea when the 
play waa over 1 And you lometimes 
waited on theae veiy boarda to eaoort 
me home. Those timea hata ehanged. 
Heighol" 

"Ay, Fanny, we bave paaaed throngh 
neir worlda of feeling aince then. 
Could life be to va now what it was 
at that timo, we might love eaoh 
oiher anew : bnt teli me, Fanny, haa 
not the ezperienoe of life made yon 
a niser womanl Do you not aeek 
more to ei\joy the presentato pluÀ 
Time'a frnit on the bou£^,ere yet the 
ripeness ia gone 1 I do. I dreamed 
Biray my youth— I atrive to eigoy my 
manhood." 

"Then," eaid Fanny, wlth that 
quiokness wlth whioh, in BBatten of 
énà bearti women beat ali our philo- 
Bophy<— "thea I can prophesy that, 
aince we parted, you bave loved or 
loat aoOM one, B^gret, whioh con- 



verta the aotiTe mind into the dream* 
ing temper, suihea the dnamer huny 
into aotiiity, whether of buBÌBMB or 
of pleaaure." 

" Right/' aaid Baddyfib, as a ahadB 
darkened lùa atem brow. 

" Bight," said Qodolphin thought- 
fully, and Lacilla's image amote bla 
heart like an avoiging oonaoienoe. 
" Bight," repeated he, tuming aaide 
and Boliloquiùng ; " and thoee wofda 
from an idle tongue bave taught me 
acme of the motivea of my prcaent 
condaot Bnt away refleoti<ml I 
bave leaolTed to foiawear it. Hy 
pretty Comi" aaid he alond, aa he 
tumed back to the aoteeaB» "you an 
a yezy De StaVl in your wiadom : but 
let U8 not he wiae ; 'tia the worst of 
our folliea. Do you not givo ua one 
of your eharming auppera to-night)" 

" To be rare : your friend will Joln 
ua. He waa onee the gayeat of the 
gay ; but yeara and &me baye altered 
bim a Uttie." 

"Baddylfegay! Bah! "aaid Qodol- 
phin, Burpriaed. 

"Ay, yon màf well look aato- 
niahed," aaid Fanny, aiehly; "but 
note that amile— it tella of old daya." 

And Qodolphin tuming to bla 
friend, aaw indaed on the thin lip of 
that eameat fàoò a amile ao buoyanl^ 
ao joyoua, that it aeemed aa if the 
whole ehancter of the man wera 
gone : but while he gaaed, the amile 
▼aniahed, and Badcly£fe gravely da- 
clined the intitation. 
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Cora was^now on the stage: a 
transport of applaase shook the house. 

"How well she acts!" said Bad- 
clyffe, warmly. 

"Ye%,** answered Godolphin, as with 
folded arms he looked quietly on; 
''but what a lesson in the human 
heart does good acUng teach us. 
Mark that glancing eye — ^thatheav- 
ing breast — that burst of passion — 
that agonised Toice: the spectators 
are in tears! The woman's whole 
soul is in her child ! Not a bit of it 1 
She feels no more than the boards we 
tread on : she is probably thinking of 
the lively supper we shall haye ; and 
when she comes off the stage, she 
wUl cry, « Did I not act it well 1" 

"Nay," sud Radclyffe, "she pro- 
bably feels while she depiets the 
feeling." 

** Not she : years ago she told me 
the whole science of acting was trick; 
and trick — ^trick — trick it is, on the 
stage or off. The noble art of ora- 
tory — (noble forsooth !) — is just the 
same : philosophy, poetry — ali, ali 
hypocrisy. * Damn the mooon ! ' said 

B to me, as we once stood gazing 

on it at y enice ; ' it always gives me 
the ague : but I bave described it 
well in my poetry, Godolphin — ehi" 

« But ," began Radclyffe. 

''But me no buts," intermpted 
Godolphin, with the playful perti- 
nacity which he made so graceful: 
"you are younger than I am; when 
you bave lived as long, you shall bare 
a rìght to contradict my system — ^not 
before." 

Godolphin joined the supper party. 
Like Godolphin's, Fann/s life was 
the pursuit of pleasure : she lavished 
on it, in proportion to her means, the 
same cost and expense, though she 
wanted the same taste and refine- 
ment. Generous and profuse, like 
ali her tribe— -like ali persons who 
win money easily — ^she was charitable 
to ali and luxurious in herself. The 
supper was attended by four male 



guests — Godolphin, Sayille, Lord 
Falconer, and Mr. Windsor. 

It was early summer : the cnrtalns 
were undrawn, the Windows half 
opened, and the moonlight slept on 
the little grassplot that surrounded 
the house. The guests were in high 
spirits. " Fili me this goblet," cried 
Godolphin ; " champagne is the boy's 
liquor ; I will return to it con amarti 
Fanny^ let us pledge each other; 
stay : a toast I^What shall it bel" 

" Hope, till old age, and Memory 
afterwutU," said Fanny, smiling. 

''Pshaw! theatricals stili, Fanf" 
growled Saville, who had placed a 
large screen between himself and the 
window; "no sentiment between 
friends." 

" Out on you, SaTÌlIe," said Godol- 
phin; "as well might you say no 
music out of the opera ; these yerbal 
prettinesses oolour conversation. Bnt 
you reme» are so d d prosale ; you 
want US to walk to Vice without a 
flower by the way." 

" Vice, indeed r cried Saville. «' I 
abjure your villanous appellatives. It 
was in your companionship that I 
lost my character, and now you tum 
king's evidence against the poor devìl 
you seduced." 

" Humph !" cried Godolphin, gaily; 
'^ you remind me of the advioe of the 
Spanish hidalgo to a seryant : always 
choose a master with a good memoiy : 
for, ' if he does not pay, he will at 
least remember that he owes yoo.' 
In future, I shall take care to herd 
only with those who recollect, after 
they are finaliy debauched, lUl the 
good advice I gare them beforehand.** 

" Meanwhile," said the pretty 
Fanny, with her arch mouth half-fnll 
of chicken, " I shall recoUect that Mr, 
Saville drìnks bis wine without toasta 
— -as being an useless delay." 

" Wine," said Mr. Windsor, senten- 
tiously, "wine is just the reverseof 
love. Tour old topers are ali for 
coming at once to the bottle, and 
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yonr old loyen for over mumbling the 
toast." 

''See what yoti Kaye brovght on 
yonrself, Sayille, by affeoting a Joke 
upon me/* said Godolphin: "Come^let 
UB make it up : we fell out with the 
toast — let US be ireconciled by the 
glass. — Champagne 1 " 

" Ay, any thing for a quiet life, — 
even champagne/' said Saville, irith a 
mock air of paUence, and dropping 
his sharp features into a state of the 
most placid repose. ** Tou wits are 
so veiy severe. Yes, champagne if 
you please. Fanny, my love," and 
SaTille made a wry fiMse as he put 
down the scarce-tasted glass, ''go on 
'— another joke, if yen please ; I now 
find I ean bear your satire better, at 
least, than your wine/* 

Fanny was ali bastie : it is in these 
things that the actress differs from 
the lady — there is no qniet in her. 
" Another bottle of champagne : — 
what can bave happened to thisl" 
Poor Fanny was absolutely pained. 
Saville e^joyed it, for he always re- 
▼enged a Jest by an impertinence. 

" Nay," said Godolphin, " our friend 
does but Joke. Tour champagne is 
ezcellent, Fanny. Well, Saville, and 
where is young Greenhongh f He is 
vanished. Reportsayshewasmarked 
down in your company, and has not 
risen* sinee." 

* Report is the civilest jade in the 
world. According to her, ali the 
pigeona disappear in my fielda. But» 
serìously speaking, Greenhough is off 
— gone to America— over head and 
ears in debt— debtsof honour. Now," 
said Saville, very slowly, '' there 's the 
différence between the gentleman and 
the pairvenu; the gentleman, when 
ali is loit, cnts his throat : Hiepcurvenu 
only cuts his creditors. I am really 
very aagry with Greenhough that he 
did not destroy himselfl A young 
man under my proteetion and idi : so 
d— d ungrateftil in him." 

" He was not much in your debt — 



eh 1 " said Lord Falconer, speaking for 
the first timo as the wine began to get 
into his head. 

Saville looked hard at the speaker. 

"Lord Falconer, a pinch of snuff: 
there is something singularly happy 
in your question; so much to the 
point : you bave great knowledge of 
the world — ^great. He waa very much 
in my debt. I introduced the vulgar 
dog into the world, and he owes'me 
ali the thousands he had the honour 
to lese in good society T 

*' Do you know, Percy," continued 
Saville, " do you know, by the way, 
that my poor dear friend Jasmin is 
deadl died after a hearty game of whist. 
He had just timo to cry 'four by 
honours,' when death trvmped him. 
It was a great shock to me : he waa 
the second best player at Graham's. 
Those sudden deaths are very awful — 
especially with the game in one'a 
hands." 

" Very mortifying,indeed," seriously 
said Lord Falconer, who had just been 
initiated into whist 

" 'Tis droU," said SaviUe, '< to see 
how often the last words of a man 
tally with his life ; 'tis like the moral 
toÀe&ble. The best instanoe I know 
is in Lord Chesterfield, whose fine 
soul went out in that sublime and 
inimitable sentence — * Give Mr. Dar» 
rellachair/" 

" Capital t" cried Lord Falconer. 
" Saville, a game at icofrilT 

As the lion in the Tower looked at 
the lapdog, so in ali the compassion 
of eontempt looked Saville on Lord 
Falconer. 

**Iitfdix puerl** muttered Godol- 
phin, "Ii{fdixpuer cUque impar covr 
greatUB AdttUi,*' 

" With ali my heart,** said Saville 
at last " Tet, no— we Ve been talking 
of death— such topica waken a man*s 
conBdence. Falconer, I never play for 
lesa than ■ ** 

« Ponies !— I know it ! - cried Fai- 
coner, triumphantly. 
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P<mie»--]eM than ehargwB 1 " 
ChargerB-*-»what ave ehaigersi " 
The whole receipts of aa Irìsh 
peer, Lord Valooiier; and I make 
it a point nerer to loae the first 
game." 

''Snch men are dangeront»'* said 
Mr. Wiodflor, nitli hia eyes ahnt. 

<^0, Kigkt!" cried Qodolphia, 
spriBgìng np theairicallj, *' tbou wert 
made fot aeng, and xnoonliglit^ and 
langiiter -^ bai woma&'a laughter. 
Fanny, a song^-the prettyquaint song 
you aang me, j«an ago^ in praiae of a 
Town loro and an eaqr life." 

Fanny, who faad been in the posta 
e^r sinee Saville had blamed the 
ehampagne-**for she iras rery anxioaa 
to he oibonion in hcar own little iray-~ 
now began to amile enee moie ; and, 
as the moon ph^vd on ber aoeh &ea, 
ahe aeated henelf ai the piano, and, 
glandog at Godolphìn^ aang tkte fid* 
lowìng Bong : — 



LOVB COUBIB THB PLBAfinJBBB. 



I. 



IndcMrto«aaMd«; 
lieare Age to tak» thfrsobtr chade. 
And Yontb tke niiiBy idde» 



n. 



Love doces by tlwpmUBf bnnir^ 
No friend to lonely pUoes ; 

Or, if he tqjr irith Stviphon'ooRMOt» 
HieCUeesaiethe 



m. 



Fonake * The Flaantlng Town ! * AUe ! 

Be oeUs for sainta, my own Iotv! 
The «il» of Ufo '• • «otfùH glaaa 

Ifov saay he4QaAd«iODe*^l«*eu 



ir. 



Bcbold 

To whtoh «or balngi ;.,rw -, 
Let wsTtM that non m dark mort be 

Catch erery glory now. 

I wonldaot ohaiathat baart to thia, 

To sicdcen at the reat ; 
Tlie eage we oloae a prifOB la, 

lai 
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Wmu in soeii«8 llke tlieBe, altemated 
iKth more refinod and polished dissi- 
paiion, Qod«lphin larkhed airaj his 
life, Conttanoe be«ame more and more 
powerful as one of the ornamento of a 
great politicai party. Few women in 
Bngland over mized more actirely in 
politlcfl than Lady Erpingfaam, or with 
more remarkable ability. Her friends 
were ont of office, it ìb trae ; bnt she 
ww the timo approaching rapidly 
when their opinions must come into 
power. £ttie had begun to love, for 
iteelf, the scheming of politicai am- 
bition, and in any country butEngland 
die wonld have been a conspirator, 
and in old timea migfat bave riflen to 
be a queen : bnt as it waa, she was 
only a proad, diso<mtented woman. 
She knew, too, that it wba ali she 
eonld be— ^l that her sex allowed her 
to be — ^yet dld ehe not the lese crtnig- 
gle and toil on. The fate of her &ther 
Btill hannted her ; her promise and his 
death-bed stili rose ofb and solemnly 
before her ; the hnmiliationB idie had 
known in her eariy eondition— the 
homage that had attended her later 
eareei^-Btill cheriahed in her hanghty 
soni indignation at the faction he 
had exeerated, and little Icbb of the 
mighty class wiiioh that fiKstion repre- 
aented. That system of "fashion" 
she had so mainly contribnted to 
strengthen, and whieh was originalty 
by her intended to bnild np a standard 
of opinion, independent of mere rank, 
and in deflanoe of mere wealth, she 
saw polluted and debased, by the 
nature of its followerB> into a vulgar 



eflfrontery, whlch was worse than the 
more quiet dnlnesB it had attempted 
to Bupplant. Tet stili she was oom- 
forted by the thought that throu^ 
thi8 system lay the way to more whole- 
some changes. The idols of rank and 
wealth once broken, she belicTed that 
a pure and sane worship must ulti- 
mately be eetabKfihed. Doubtless in 
the old French regime there were 
many women who thought like her, 
bnt there were none who aated like 
her — deliberately, and with an end. 
What an excellent, what a waming 
picture is eontained in the entertain- 
ing Memoirs of Count Segnr! how 
admirably that agreeable gossip deve- 
lopes the state of mind among the 
nobility of Franco I — " meny censurers 
of the old customs " — " enchanted by 
the philosophy of Voltaire " — "ridicu- 
ling the old system "•—" embracing 
liberality as a fashion," and "gaily 
treading a soil bedecked with flowers, 
which concealed a precipice from their 
Tiew ! " In England, there are fewer 
flowers, and the precipice wUl be lesa 
fearfhl. 

A certain diflappoìntment which 
had attended her marriage with 
Godolphin, and the diadainfùl resent- 
ment she felt at the pleasures that 
allnred him from her, tended yet 
more to deepen at once her distaste 
for the habito of a frìvoloas society, 
and to ner?e and concentrate her 
powers of politicai intrigue. Her 
mhkd grew more and more mascn^ 
line; her dark eye bumt with a 
Btemer fire; the sweet movth was 
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lesa prodigai of ita smiles ; and tliat 
air of dignity which she had always 
possessed, grew harder in ita cha- 
racter, and became command. 

This change did not tend to draw 
Gk)dolphin nearer to her. He^ so 
suiBceptible to coldness^ so refining, so 
ezacting, believed fùlly that she loved 
him no more — that sbe repented tlie 
marriage she bad contracted. His 
pride was armed against ber ; and be 
Bougbt more eagerly tbose Rcenes 
wbere ali, for tbe admired, tbe gal- 
lante tbe sparkling Qodolpbin, wore 
smiles and sunsbine. 

Tbere was anotber matter tbat 
rankled in bis breast wìtb peculiar 
bittemess. He bad wisbed to nùse a 
largo sum of money, (in tbe pnrcbase 
of some celebrated works of art,) 
wbicb conld only be raised wìtb Lady 
Erpingbam's consent. Wben be bad 
toucbed iipon tbe point to ber, sbe 
bad not refused, bnt sbe bad besi- 
tated. She seemed embarrassed, and, 
be thought, discontented. His deli- 
cacy took alarm, and be neyer re- 
curred to tbe qnestion again ; bnt be 
was secretly mucb dìspleased wìtb 
ber reluctant manner on tbat occa- 
sion. Notbing tbe proud so little 
forget as a coolness conceived npon 
money matterà. In this instance, 
Godolphin afterwards discovered tbat 
be bad wronged Constance, and mis- 
interpreted tbe cause of ber reluct- 
ance. 

Tet, as time flew on for botb, botb 
felt a yearning of tbe beart towards 
each otber ; and bad tbey been tbrown 
npon a desert island — bad tbere been 
full leisure, full opportunity, for a 
frank, unfettered intercbange and 
confession of thought — tìiey would 
bare been mutually astonìsbed to find 
tbemselves stili so beloved, and each 
would bave been dearer to the otber 
than in tbeir warmest hour of earlier 
attachment. But wben once, in a 
^ery gay and occupied life, a busband 
and wife bave admitted a seemlng 



indifferenoe to creep in between tbem, 
tbe chances are a thousand to one 
against its after-removal. How much 
more so with a wife so proud as Con- 
stanco, and a busband so refinìng as 
Godolphin ! Fortunately, boweyer, 
as I said before, the temper of each 
was ezcellent; tbeynerer quarrelled; 
and tbe indifference, tberefore, lay on 
tbe surface, not at tbe deptb. Tbey 
seemed to the world an affectionate 
couple, as couples go; and tbeir union 
would bave been classed by fioche- 
foucauld among tbose marriages that 
are very happy — U n*y a point de 
délidettx, 

Meanwbile, as Constance bad pre- 
dicted, the politicai bistory of the 
country was marked by a perpetuai 
progress towards liberal opinSons. 
Mr. Canning was now in office : the 
Catbolic Question was in erery one'a 
mouth. 

Tbere was a brilUant meeting ai 
Erpingham House ; tbose who com* 
posed it were of the heads of the 
party : but tbere were dÌTÌsions 
amongst tbemselves; some were se- 
cretly for joining Mr. Canning's ad- 
ministration ; some had openly done 
so ; others remained in stubbom and 
jeaJous opposition. With these last 
was the beart of Constance. 

"WeU, well. Lady Erpingham," 
said Lord Paul Plympton, a young 
nobleman, who had written a dnli 
bistory, and was tberefore considered 
likely to succeed in parliamentary 
life — " Well, I cannot help thinking 
you are toc severe upon Canning : he 
is certainly very liberal in his views." 

"Is tbere one law he over caused 
to pass for the benefit of the working 
classes. No, Lord Paul, his Whiggisxa 
is for peers, and his Toryism for pea- 
sants. With the same zeal he advo- 
cates the Catbolic Question and the 
Manchester Massacre." 

"Yet, Burely," cried Lord Paul« 
" you make a differenoe between the 
just liberali ty tbat provides for pro«» 
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perty and intelligence^ and the dan- 
gerouB liberalitj that wouid slacken 
the reins of an ignorant maltitude." 

"But>'' sald Mr. Benson, a rerj 
powerfal member of the Lower House, 
"trae politicians must confonn to 
circumstances. Ganning may not be 
ali we wish, bnt stili he ought to be 
supported. I confess that I shall be 
generous : I care not for office, I care 
not for power ; but Canning la sur- 
rounded with enemies, who are ene- 
mies also to the people : for that 
reason I shall support hìm." 

** Bravo, Bensonl" cried Lord Paul. 
'' '^ Bravo, Benson 1 " echoed two or 
three notables, who had waited an 
opportunity to dedare themselves; 
" that 's what I cali handsome." 

"Manly!" 
. «Tairr 

'* Disinterested, by Jove ! " 

Here the Duke of Aspindale sud- 
denly entered the room. " Ah, Lady 
Erpingham, you should bave been ih 
the Lorda' to-night : such a speech ! 
Canning is crashed for ever." 

"Specchi fromwhom?" 
■ " Lord Grey — terrific : it was the 
yengeance of a life concentrated into 
one hour ; it has shaken the Ministry 
fearfiilly." 

"Humph!" said Benson, rising; 
**I shall go to Brooks's and bear 
more." 
-^ " And I, too," said Lord Paul. 

A day or two after, Benson, in prc- 
senting a petition, alluded in terms 



of high eulogy to the masterly speech 
made "In another place ; " and Lord 
Paul Plympton said, " It was indeed 
nnequalled." 

That 's what I cali handsome. 

Manlyl 

Fair! 

Disinterested, by Jove I 

And Canning died; bis gallant soni 
lefb the field of politics broken into a 
thousand petty parties. From the 
timo of bis death the two great hosts 
into which the stragglers for power 
were divided bave never recovered 
their former strength. The demar- 
cation that bis policy had tended to 
efface was afberwards more weakened 
by bis successor the Duke of Wel- 
lington ; and had it not been for the 
question of Reform that again drew 
Ùie stragglers on either side around 
one detennined banner, it is likely 
that Whig and Tory would, among 
the many minute sections and sbades 
of difièrence, bave lost for ever the 
two broad distinguishing colours of 
their separate factions. 

Mr. Canning died ; and now, with 
redoubled energy, went on the wheels 
of politicai intrigne. The rapid suc- 
cession of short-lived administrations, 
the leisure of a prolonged peace, the 
pressure of debt, the writings of phi- 
loBophers, ali, insensibly, yet quickly, 
excited that popular temperament 
which found its crisis in the Beform 
Bill. 
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cSaptèé Lf. 

THE DEATtì 0^ feÉOiltìÈ lY.— *flTfe POLlTÌÒAt SltttTAl^ld* ót» *A1ftflHè> A»I) OF 

LADY ETLPtKQlStLk: 



TriE deàiife òf Oeorgè thfe Foùrth wtó 
tliè bitth of a neW er». During tbe 
làtiBt years òf that mòhàtèh a flilettt 
stAtit htùà been è«*tctìJig òVèr the 
Iftnd, -^ìch liad 6lt|rti «tieii to the 
Vèty iralls of htó seìeìiiftitni. It eatìnot 
be d'efaietl that tfej V-aiiOtrt ex^jenaes òf 
hls rdgn,-*no lòilgef òott«ewrated by 
thè ^outhfttl gràeeiB òf thè ^liifee, tìo 
loiìger dis^isèd bèneath làe militaTy 
trìutaphs of the pcfò|)lè,-*-had con- 
tKbtited fat mtTè thau ^kitìnMtìM 
sipéKSxù&iìoJili tò thè de^te of politici^ 
chitine. 1^ Bhòttèst toad tò liberty 
liéft thf oìagh attebnated px)ek«t8 ! 

Oohfitancè W^ Htmch affc Windsor 
dùring thè kitf^s kst ìlhieSs, <me of 
the saddest perfòds ifaat et^ passed 
withlii the "w^Ub òf a pidace. ^e 
méibotiàlists^f the rèign òf the msg* 
tììfieettt tòiiis XIT. ttìU best convey 
tó the i*eàder a notìon of the Uuit days 
òf Oeòfge the Fwirtb. J*or, Hke that 
gftèat Ititi^, he l^aiè tbe i^i^esèntatiob 
id hìiji^élf of à p^ai^cttla^ jÉ^efiòd, tìssd 
he preievred mttóh òf the hafeits of 
(abdiiiuch tòb òfthe pèrsoci inffcerest 
attached to) his youth, through the 
dreary decline of age. It was melan- 
choly to see one who had pbyed, not 
only 80 ezalted, but so gallant a 
part, breathing bis life avay ; nor was 
the gloom diminished by the many 
glimpses of a fine origìnal nature, 
which broke forth amidst infirmity 
and disease. 

George the Fourth died; his brother 
Bucceeded; and the English world 
began to breathe more freely, to look 
around, and to feel that the change^ 
long coming; vas come at last. The 



Fi^éh Betokitiolft, thè ìt&k pàrftÉ* 
mettt, Henry Bt^nghaìifs feìitìni ftf 
Yotkshire, Mh Hiitte*tf reflttiii fot 
Middlesex, thè htttté of ^tbtMuSà 
itìdignatlòh àt the Bftfcéfof Wetting- 
tbn^ memòfable wòt^ii^alKist fèferm, 
ali hetirtiyed ifHiìlè fh^ ri|pèBted, ftc 
sigiis òf the àeW «gè. We Wt^g^ 
ministry tfftis Appffkbiiedf appcnttèd, 
amidst discontents in thè è^, sua- 
picions amongst the Mendcr òf the 
people, aHddst ;fit^ «ttd kfBMrrèo- 
tiofis in the p^òfincèM ^-««Ài^Mtlè&s 
abroàd, and tì!^nlè«è« at hcMè. 

Th« ftiltkft«lon ef «ÒontrtÉutfèe, yi ÙMiè 
chàngee, wm Mther CMMtms; heì- itt* 
timacy yrì^ the Ittte Msj^ #aii do 
recommendatìèVi irìCh the Wìà^ go- 
YemmehtoflidssneèeBso^. He^ power, 
tm the po'wèsr ef faidiiòn 4Awa^ «Hrift 
in stònny ttmes, hiid rèèe^ed & cAfoek ; 
and as she had of late beea a UfHe 
divided tram ^e ttàin body <^ the 
Wh$gs> flhe dìd iMil gMu« «t «KOòe in 
their success, or claim to be oAè éi 
their ailies. ^e iteimailièd àikAit and 
i^oof; hef'pai^ei!Xt«l*eiiiidief^Billft6nd 
Bple&did SA erer, b«A thè sttaH pk^ 
ting réuniona of politicai intrìgners 
were suspended. She hinted myste- 
riously at the necessity of pausing, to 
see v?hat reform the new ministers 
would recommend, and what economy 
they would effect. The Tories, e&pe- 
cially the more moderate tribe, began 
to court her; the Whigs, flushed 
with their triumph, and too busy 
to think of women, began to neglect. 
This last circumstance the high Con- 
stance felt keenly — but with the keen- 
nesa rather of scom than indigoation ; 
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years had deepened her secret disgust 
ai ali arÌBtocratic ordinances, and 
looking rather at what the Whigs 
had been than what, pressed bythe 
times, they bave becoxne, she regarded 
them as only playing with demoeratio 
counters for aristocratic rewards. She 
repald ihéir aegtoet with contempt, 
and the silent neutralist soon be- 
oame regarded by tlieoii a» the secret 
fte. 

Ikit Oonslatteer fttiA mifMeftdly ìh& 
irosMSi te feei mottified and wcmnded 
hy thfift irhieh tSse «ffiseted to despne. 
Ko potA at e^att b«d been ofl^red ta 
ier by het ftnnw friends; the c<m- 
ikhflìt-of (3teo*|g* the Fourth hadxseased 
to he the tscnftdant of Lord Grey. 
An4ye4 at tltat doubtftil thne ctf life 
trhentfae bdatity, aìthmigh possessittgj 
ì& iì& lengef assuTed orifi her ehsrxixs, 
1^ feH the dèeay of her personal 
iB#ù«Dee as a personal a^ffrotit; and 
ifattS y^i^d, wott&dled, (Aanced, fn 
her ttiid<»reer, Constance t^as ìnore 
than evèr sensitrie of the pecuRar dls- 
quietudes th«t atrait female ambition, 
Ittd turired with sighs more f^eqnent 



than heretofore to the recoUectlons of 
that domestic love vhich seemed lost 
to her for over. 

Kingled with the more outward 
and Tisible stream of politica there 
was/ aa there over is, a latent tide 
of more theoretic and speculatÌTe 
<>pinioDB. While tiie praetieal poli- 
ticianswere playing theìr momentaxy 
parta, sehemers, asid levellers, verer 
pTOpagating in ali qnarteTs doirtrtùes 
which they fondly imaghked werer 
addressed to immortai eBds. And 
Constsuce began to tnni willi some 
cntiosity to tftiese charlat&ns or sag^ 
The bright countess listened to their 
harangues^pomlered over thelT demoA- 
stralions, and mnsed oret thelr hopes. 
But she had lired too much on the 
surftice of the adroral world, her habita 
of thonght weretoo essenttallyworMly, 
to be conrerted^ while she was ai- 
traortied, by doctilnes so startling in 
their ultimate condusions. She turned 
once more to hetself, and waited, in a 
sad and thoughtfùl stillness, the pro- 
gress of things — convinced only of the 
vanity of them ali. 
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THE AOui HAS BEOOXB A YALETUDISABIAH. — REWS. — ^A FO&TTOS-nLLBB. 



Keanwhile the graced Qodolphin 
floated down the sunnj tide of his 
prosperity. He lived chieflj with a 
knot of epicurean dallien with the 
time, whom he had selected fix>xii the 
wìttiest and the easiest of the London 
world. Dictator of theatrea — patron 
of operaa — oracle in music — ^mirror 
of entertainmenta and eqnipage— to 
these conditions had his naturai genius 
and his once dreaming dispositions 
been bowed at histl A round of 
dissipation, however^ left him no time 
for reflection ; and he believed, (per- 
haps he was not altogether wrong,) 
that the best way to preserre the 
happy equUibrium of the heart is to 
blunt its suBceptibilities. As the most 
nnevenshapes, whenwhirled into rapid 
and ceaseless motion^ will appear a 
perfect circle, so, once impelled in a 
career that admits no pause^ our life 
loses its uneven angles, and glides on 
in smooth and rounded celeritj, with 
false aspects more symmetrical than 
the truth. 

One day Qodolphin yisited Saville ; 
who noW; old, wom, and &st waning 
to the grave, cropped the few flowers 
on the margin, and jested, but with 
soumess, on his own decay. He found 
the actress (who had also come to yisit 
the Man of Fleasure) sitting by the 
window, and rattling away with her 
usuai Tivacity, while she divided her 
attentionwith the labours of knitting 
a purse. 

" Heaven only knows/ said Saville, 
"what ali these timeswill produce. 
I lese my head in the dlE^ quickness 
of evente. Fanny, hand me my snuff- 
box. Well, I fiuicy my last honr is 



not far distant; but I hope, at least, 
I shall die a gentleman. I haye » 
great dislike to the thought of being 
revolutlonised intò a n]^;uTÌeT, That'a 
the only kind of rerolution I bave any 
notion about. What do yoa say to ali 
this, Godolphinl Every one else is 
tuming politician ; young Snnderland 
whirls bis cab down to the House ai 
four o'clock every day-^dines at Bel- 
lamy's on cold beef; and talka of 
nothing but that d— d good speech of 
Sir Bobert's I Bevolntion \ fiùth, the 
revolution is come already. Bevoln- 
tions only change the aspect of society; 
is it not changed enough within the 
last six monthsl Bahl I suppose 
you are bit by the mania 1 " 

** Not I ! while I live I wiU abjure 
the vulgar toil of ambition. Lei 
others mie or min the state; — ^like 
the Due de Lauzun, while the guillo- 
tine is preparing, I will think only of 
my oysters and my champagne." 

"A noble creedl* said Fanny, 
smiling : ** let the world go to wreck, 
and bring me my biscuit! That's 
Qodolphin's motto." 
<" It is life's motto." 
'' Yes — a gentleman's life." 
" Pish I Fanny ; no satire from you : 
you, who are not (properly speaking) 
even a iira/gic actress t But ihere is 
something about your profession snb- 
limely picturesque in the midst of 
these noìsy brawls. The storms of 
nations shake not the stage ; you are 
wrapt in another life ; the atmosphere 
of poetry ^ds you. Tou are like the 
fiuries who lived among men, viaible 
only at night, and playing their ftn- 
tastic tricks amidst the snirounding 
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passions — the sorrov, the crime, the 
ayarice,the loTe,the wrath^the luxury, 
the famine, that beloog to the groBser 
dwellen of the earth. Yon are to be 
envied, Fanny." 

" Not Bo ; I am growing old/' 

" Old I " cried Saville : " Ah, talk 
notofitl Ughi— Ughi Carsethis 
coagh 1 Bnt hang politica ; it always 
bringa diaagreeable reflections. Glad, 
my old pnpil, — ^glad am I to see that 
you stili retain yoar ang^st contempt 
for these foolidi strugglera — insects 
splashing and panting in the yast 
stream of eventa, which they scarcely 
Btir, and in whioh they acaroely drop 
before they are drowned " 

" Or the fiahea, their pasaiona, de- 
roor them/' aaid Qodolphin. 

"Newar cried Sayille; "let ns 
have real news; cnt ali the politica 
ont of the 'Timea/ Fanny, with yonr 
sciasoni, and then read me the reat." 

Fanny obeyed. 

" ' Fire in Marylebone ! ' " 

** That 'a not news )-Hikip that," 

" ' Lettor from Badioai: " 

"Stufft Whatelflel" 

" * Emigration : — No fewer than 
Bixty-eight ' " 

" Hold 1 for Merc/B Bake I What 
do I, jnat going ont of the world, care 
for people only going ont of the coun- 
try 1 Here, child, gire the paper to 
Godolphin; he knows ezaetly what 
interesta a man of aenae." 

« 'Sale of Lord Lysart'a winoB * " 

"Capital!" cried SariUe: "that's 
newB— £&a< *e intereating t " 

Fanny'a pretty banda retnmed to 
their knitting. When the wines had 
been discuBsed, the foUowing par»- 
graph waa chanced npon : — 

" There ìb a fooliah story going the 
ronnd of the papera about Lord Grey 
and his vision ,^— the vÌBÌon ia only in 
the silly heads of the inrentors of the 
story, and the ghost i8,we suppose. 



the apparition of Old Samm. By the 
way, there ia a oelebrated fortune- 
teller, or prophetess, now in London, 
making muoh noise. We conclude 
the discomfited Torìes will nezt pub- 
lish her oracular discourses. She is 
just arrìved in timo to predict the 
paasing of the Beform Bill, without 
any fear of being proved an impostor." 

"Ah, bythe by," said Sanile, "I 
bear wonders of this sorceress. She 
dreama and diyines with the most 
singular accuracy; and ali the old 
women of both sezes flock to her 
in hackney-coaches, making fools of 
themselvea to-day in order to be 
wise to-morrow. Haye you seen ber, 
Fanny 1" 

" Yes," replied the actress, yery 
grayely; "and, in sober earnest, she 
haa startied me. Her countenance 
is so striking, her ^es so wild, and 
in her conrersation there is so much 
enthusiasm, that she carrìes you away 
in spite of yourself. Do you believe 
in astrology, Percy 1 " 

"I almost did once," said Godolphin, 
with a half sigh ; " but does this fe- 
male seer profess to choose astrology 
in preference to cards ì The last is 
the more conyenient way of trìcking 
the public." 

" Oh, but this is no yulgar fortune- 
teller, I assure you," cried Fanny, 
quite eagerly : "Bhe dwells much on 
magnetism; insista on the effoct of 
your own imag^ation; discards ali 
outward quackerìea; and, in short, 
haa either discoyered a new wayof 
leaming the fhture, or reyiyed some 
forgotten trick of deluding the pub- 
lic. Come and see her, some day, 
Godolphin." 

"No, I don't like that kind of im- 
poature," said Godolphin quickly, and 
tuming away, he sank into a silent 
and gloomy reyery. 
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ìt was peprt^cHày txue ikaX th^e kad 

^Bttftle ««X who, dftrìxtg tbe laat few 
ye»n, had bo^a maeli aotod qbl the 
CSontiaesit lòr the sÌAgvJair boldaem 
vìth which abe had prauu^guted the 
wildeet d«ciriiie6, 9sd the «ii|ìpoft«d 
feUeity wlùcb had atteocUd ìix vatì- 
cinations. She professed beliti in aU 
th&^ogBoas thai prooeded the idaim 
ef modem philosophj ; aadasicange, 
TÌYJyd, ^ glpowy eloqueiKu^ tJUat per- 
Taded Jtker laaguage ^ve «iect io 
theones irliieb, whlle JAcompiribeii- 
siUe to tbe laanj, ti «te aUonnc to 
tbe &.▼. Koae kn«v Ji^ jiaitiYe «omi- 
trj, although alie wm ^Uev4d io 
cwfte £roiii ihe KorUi «f £!w»<9^» Her 
vp.y of liie wa^ lonely^ bex bibita 
«eoentric ; she «ojqght «o «o«Q|iauio&' 
«hip.; Bh# was beaatjygal^ Uut a«A of 
iiìÌB earth's beauty; {Otea 4d«ùre4, 
bnt courted not ; she, at Ua»t>. lÌTod 
ap«rt fir««i tJUe reaeb of hMman pas- 
Bioa& l^ &ct, Uie sU?a«fie làehlmr^ 
fcNT msìk w» tbe baqm the propheteas 
«asJuMiwB ky, ^aiwi 4^ assaoiied bo- 
feje it the Freneh tiUe of Ms^sMa;^^ 
iP9tfi noit aa ùnpoa^^ bat a fooatÀc : 
ittie ehoi^ of tbe hm» «ese tonchi 
«Ad the voand th^ «aYo back ^m» 
wriag «ad iffiperlecfb. S^e wai& xnad, 
bat vith a ««rt^óft SN^hod in her 
madness; a cold, and preteraata^al* 
aod fearfi^ ipkit abode wlthin ber, 
ind «poke from -h«r Ups; Ha voÀce 
£roze h^rpelf, aad she was nere awed 
by her owa oracles^ thaa her ìisteaers 
tbemselTes. 

la Vienna and in Paris ber renown 
was great^ and even terrible: tbe 
greatest men in those capitala bad 
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eoamilted heiv «ad laipo^ ^ h» 4^ 
<^«eB vijyii a «ertala leTiwnoaa»; h» 
ia^aai^ thnlM th^iai^and they vùfir 
took tbe cauae. B«side^ oa the laaia, 
^ WAB right ia the prin<uple ahe 
addroflaed : ahe worked «a ihe ìm9^ 
giaatw>a, aad tb^ Uofli^kia^Qa aft^^ 
wards fulfiUed wM ahe predieM* 
£Teiy oae kaow» vl^ dark things 
may be done by our awa &Ditaatìe 
perauasions ; he]ief eagares the aura- 
elee it £xedit9. M^ àxmm U^y «haU 
die irithia a o^iiaia ho^; the hoar 
coiaeSs aad the draaxa ia reaAised. The 
most potent wizardries ase leaapoifnt 
tban faney itselt J&^hetìh vas a 
mnrdeziw, aot bi^eaasie the «^(Àes 
predicted, bi»t be«aiise ^Mt ptre^c- 
tion aronsed the tJlKMigilpt oi murder. 
Aad tl»8 priaeiple of aetion tbs prò- 
pbetess knew well : abie iij^^alied ta 
ihaiattnbatiB oeimuMi t^ aa alt, tbe 
feoUsh aad tbe wì»e, m^ oa tbat 
fsaitful grwmà aJbwe aow&A h<ff aeoth- 
aaywgs. 

la Loadoa thereareìSlwajfai^oroQap 
to mn after «pythàag mw, MmI Uà- 
daxae li^hlair beaao^ at /9«ee the 
nt^ I aiQFBelf have-fieeo a wÀwster 
hurrying froia her 4Qar mith hilB niaak 
aboathia &fi^; aad 0B<a«^ tj^.^^liieat 
of liTiag aagea oaploBaes %kt «he ^«ild 
JtÙA wli^ h!é haliemeia, by aMoahu|«Aii 
means, sbficcyald aat ha^^ ^s%»iiei«d. 
Delaaioa ali 1 Bat niuit «gè is free 
&0IV1 it ? Th£ laoe^f tM iaùi^ti9«ath 
oeat^^ boaat ijàm lìgbAi^ bat, min aa 
madly after «oy fciUy aa their Musm 
in the ei^th. What «rQ the pre^ 
pbecies of St. Simon but a apecies of 
aorceryl Why believe the external 
more than the inner miracle ? 
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There were but a few peraous'pre- 
sent at Lady Erpingham's, and when 
Badclyffe entered^ Madame Liehbur 
-was the theme of IJie general conyersa- 
tion. So many anecdotes were tolc^ so 
much that was false was mingled with 
80 B(U)ch tlv»t B^VQfiA t^rae, tba^ lufi^f 
Erpingham's curiosity was e^ited^ 
and she resolved to seek the modem 



Cassandra with the first opportunity. 
Godolphin sat apart from the talkers, 
playing a qulet game at écarté. Con- 
stance's eyes stole eyer and anon 
to his countenance; and when she 
iHiroed ^>i length away with a sigh, 
she saw that Radclyfie's deep and in- 
sgmMUje giuse wm beo^ ujp^ kor, ma 
the pi)9ii4 countess blushed, although 
she scarce knew why. 
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THB EMPIEE OF TIME AND OV LOVE. — THE PBOUD OOESTAITCB GBOWV WEAK 
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About this time the fine constitution 
of Lady Erpingham began to feel the 
efiècts of that life which^ at once idle 
and busy, Ì8 the most ezhausting of ali. 
She sufièred under no absolute illness ; 
she was free from actual pain ; but a 
foyer crept over her at nighty and a 
languid debility sncceeded it the nezt 
day. She was melancholy and de- 
jected ; tears carne into her eyes with- 
out a cause ; a sudden noise made her 
tremble; her nervea were shaken, — 
terrible disease, which marks a new 
epoch in life, which is the first token 
that our youth is about to leave us ! 

It is in sickness that we feel our 
true reliance on others, especially if it 
is of that vague and not dangerous 
character when those around us are 
not ashamed or roused into attend- 
ance ; when the care, and the soothing, 
and the yigilance, are the result of 
that sympathy which true and deep 
loro only feels. This thought broke 
npon Oonstance as she sat alone one 
moming in that mood when books 
cannot amuse, nor music luU, nor 
luzuiy soothe — ^the mood of an aching 
memoiy and a spiritless frame. Above 
her, and over tiie mantelpiece of her 
&TOurite room, hung that picture of 
her fiither which I bave before de- 
scribed; it had been long sinoe re- 
mored from Wendover Castle to 
London, for Constance wìshed it to be 
frequently in her sight. ''Alas!" 
thought she, gazing npon the proud 
and animated brow that bent down 
npon her; ''Alas! though in a dif- 
ferent sphere, thy lot, my fitther, has 
been mine; — toil nnrepaid, affection 



slighted, sacrifices forgotten ; -^ a 
harder lot in part ; for thou hadst, at 
least, in thy stirring and magnificent 
career, continued excitement and per- 
petual triumph. But I, a woman shnt 
out by my sex from oontest, from 
yictory, am lefb only the thankleas 
task to devise the rewards which. 
others are to enjoy; the petty plot, 
the poor intrigue, the toil without 
the honour, the humilìation without 
the reyenge ; — ^yet haye I worked in 
thy cause» my fiither, and thou — ^thou, 
couldst thou see my heart, wonldst 
pity and approye me." 

As Constance tnmed away her eyes, 
they fell on the opposite mirror, which 
refiected her stili lofty but dimmed 
and fiided beauty; the wom cheek, 
the dejected eye, those lines and hol- 
lows which teli the progress of years ! 
There are certain moments when the 
time we haye been forgetting makes ita 
march suddenly apparent to our own 
eyes; when the change we haye 
hitherto marked not stares upon us 
rude and abrupt; we almost fimcy 
those lines, those wiìnkles, planted in 
a single hour, so unperceiyed haye 
they been before. And such a moment 
was this to the beautiful Constance : 
she started at her own likeness, and 
tumed inyoluntarily from the unflat- 
tering mirror. Beside it, On her table, 
lay a locket, giyen her by Godolphin 
just before they married, and contain- 
ing bis hair; it was a simple trifle, 
and the simplicity seemed yet more 
striking amidst the costly and modem 
jewels that were seattered round it. 
As she looked on it, her heart, ali 
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woman stili, flew back io the day on 
which, whisperìng eternai love, he 
hniìg it round her neck. ''Ah, happy 
days I would that they could return !" 
aighed the desolate schemer; and 
she took the locket, kissed ity and 
softened by ali the numberless recol- 
lections of the past, vept silently over 
it. ''And yet/' she said, after a pause, 
and wiping away her tears, "and yet 
this weakness is unworthy of me. 
Lone, sad, ìli, broken in frame and 
apirit as I am, he comes not near me; 
I am nothing to him, nothing to any 
one in the wide world. My heart, 
my heart, reconcile thyself to thy 
&te 1 — ^what thou hast been from my 
cradle, that shalt thou be to my 
grave. I haye not even the tender- 
ness of a child to look to— the future 
isallblankr' 

Constance was yet half yielding to, 
half struggling with, theee thoughts, 
when Stainforth Radclyffe (to whom 
ahe was neyer denied) was suddenly 
announced. Time, which, sooner or 
later, repays perseverance, although 
in a deceitful coin, had brought to 
Badclyffe a solid eamest of future 
honours. His name had risen high 
in the soience of his country ; it was 
equally honoured by the many and 
the few; he had become a marked 
man, one of whom ali predicted a 
bright hereafter. He had not yet, it 
is tme, entered Parliament — usually 
the great arena in which English re- 
putations are won— bnt it was simply 
because he had refused to enter it 
under the auspices of any patron ; and 
his politicai knowledge, his depth of 
thought, and his stem, httrd, ambi- 
tious mind were not the less appre- 
ciated and acknowledged. Between 
him and Constance friendship had con- 
tinued to strengthen, and the more so 
as their politicai sentiments were in 
s great measure the same, although 
originating in different causes— hors 
trom pasflion, his from reflection. 

Hastily Constance tumed aside her 



I face, and brushed away her tears, as 
Badclyffe approached; and then seem- 
ing to bnsy herself amongst some 
papers that lay scattered on her 
escrìtoire, and gare her an excuse for 
concealing in part her countenance, 
she said, with a constrained cheerful- 
ness, " I am happy you are come to 
relieve my ennui; I bare been look- 
ing oTcr letters, written so many 
years ago, that I bave been forced to 
remember how soon I shall cease to 
beyoung; no pleasant reflection for 
any one, mueh less a woman." 

" I am at a loss for a compliment 
in return, as you may suppose," an- 
swered Badclyffe ; "but Lady Erping- 
ham deserres a penance for even 
hinting at the possibility of being 
over less charming than she is; so I 
shall hold my tongue." 

"Alasi" said Constance, grayely, 
" how little, saye the mere triumphs 
of youth and beaty, is lefb to our sex I 
How much, nay, how entirely, in ali 
other and loftier objects, is our ambi- 
tion walled in and fettered! The 
human mind must bave its aim, ita 
aspiring; how can your sex blame us, 
then, for being frivolous, when no aim, 
no aspiring, sare those of Myolity, 
are granted us by society)" 

" And is loye iriyolousl" said Bad- 
clyffe; "is the Empire of the Heart 
nothing 1" 

"Tesi" ezdaimed Constance, with 
eneigy ; "for the empire neyer lasts. 
We are slayes to the empire we would 
found ; we wish to be loyed, but we 
only Buoceed in loyìng too weU ouiw 
selyes. We lay up our ali — our 
thoughts, hopes, emotions — ali the 
treasure of our hearts — in one spot ; 
and when we would retire from the 
deceits and cares of life, we find the 
sanctuary walled against us — ^we love, 
and are loyed no longer 1 " 

Constance had tumed round with 
the eamestness of the feeling she 
expressed; and her eyes, stili wet 
with tears, her flushed check, her 
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haari move tlMi« Imt moitd». He vMe 
inwlufti^vily ; ìòm orni a^tatioa wm 
mArked; boAMvod foveml stopft i»- 
wanU OonBta n o e , aa^ thou diockod 
ihomipttiM^ai^ mtiMtrod ùi^kiatÙMtfy 
ta himMll. 

'* ìi<y," Maia OiQnttfmMe, moumfBlly, 
and fioaroely beeding bim-^' it is in 
Tarn foF iM io ^ am^itioixf . We oqIj 
deoeive oiuMlYOfl; we «te ao^ì liorm 
«nd karsh «aougà <of the passioa. 
fVraoh osar «ffeetioos, aad we ave x«^ 
called ai oikee io the Mttge of owr 
weaknesa; a&d I-*-I*— would io 6od 
tàat I were a kumMe peataat giri, 
and noi-r^Aot what I aia ! " 

So saying, ike lofty Coaftanoe tank 
4owik, OYerpawored wiih the bitier- 
new of ber feoUagy, and eoi/sered her 
face wiih her haacU. Waa Baddyffe 
^ maa t^ai ko ooald see ibis uwaaoved 1 
«<-ihai ke eouid kear ikose ibeaniiful 
lips baeatke «ompliv&ts tue ike uvuit 
of lonre^ «ad noi aekxMjirledi^ ike ìoto 
ikai buined ai ki^owa kearil I/eag, 
Mcreily^ xesolaiely, kad be siruggled 
againai ibe paMìea for CSonalaaoe, 
wbiob kÌB &eqa«i(i iaiereovpe wiib 
ber bad led, aad wkieb kàaooiWcioM» 
99BB, ibai in b«r wat ike ooly {wunUol 
io bimself ibflii ke hflui^^eriBei wéib 
ki ber «OK, bad fini led blxa io fi>nn ; 
aad nom Ione, pegleetod, «ad, ^n 
bangbty woman wepi over ber nnktrod 
lat in kk fUMaeiieo, «ad bììH ke was 
Doiatkerfeoii Ho ipoke &ot> «i]M»red 
mai, boi ìm t^saatk koavod èbick, aod 
bla fiMO asas es pale aa 4o«ih. Ho 
oitt^uerod kiioaeif. AU vitkia ^ad. 
eifyffo obcgred ibe i^ be bad woar^ 
riMpped» o«oa kaioro CfoBSianee; ai! 
irilkin kim, if «adoni aad fi«ry, iiBas 
aiao kigb aód geaoaoaa. I\boacak^ 
aoBB fÉf kia roaaon poEwtiied lùm ao 
self-aopkÌBtaiea; aa4 ^ lao^ld kar^ 
laid bis bead xa ike block vaiber ikaa 



bveatke a word o# ikai Ioyo, «kiok 
ko know, fcoia ib^ laoiaaoiìi li waa 
e.oi|^iM8od, woiiild beooaM uBWwib^' of 
CoaataBcoand kbnfldf. 

Tbeiojwaa a paaae. Lady Srpb^- 
bavi; AsbaBMd, coafoundod ai ber owa 
woaknoWjNOOVioped henelf slowiyaad 
in ailenee. BBdclyflb«tloagib«poko; 
aad bia roioe, ai fini ipemblìBg aad 
indiaiiact, gfeiw, «a be proceodod^ olea^ 
and earn^. 

«<Noror/' aaìd ko, "akall I «wf|«i 
ibe eoafidonoo yoar e«aotloaa bare 
iOftiified ia my<^-*«ay frìendakip; I aia 
aboui io deserve ii. Do noi, my* doar 
friend (lei qio ao eaH you), do noi 
forgoi, ibai ^e ia ioo abori ^ Tninan 
dorstandinga in wbiok kappiaoaa ia 
ooaeomod. Ton boliovo ikai — ikiat 
Godolphàa doea noi rapay ikeaflMÌMa 
yen bave home bim : do noi boai^|>ry, 
doar Lady ^Birpingkctia ; I &ol ii inde- 
lieaio in mo io approa«k ikai aobjoai^ 
boi My uegard fofr yoa «nkoktona atei 
I kaow Godolpbia'^ boari; ke bmj 
Boem ligki, a^eofelbl, bai ko i o ¥ oe 
y«B aa doqpfy aa «amt; ke |o¥ea jpoa 
MitiKity.'* 

CoaaianoOy kambèod aa oko mtm, 
Ul^od tal brealkleee «Uenoo; kor 
okeok biViMd wiUi bkiakea, aad 4koa« 
bbiabiea wevo ai onoe io Sad^^^tfb a 
ioviwa aad a voivard. 

'< Ai tk|^ Baomoai/^ oontkiaed h$, 
wUh .ooaatraiwod caliaoBa, ^aA 4^ 
mtoaaoat ko tooiaa ia you ibai «eiy 
eoidaaaa ^fonbuaMniiakàHL Hardok 
«k^ La^ SrpiagbaB; koi Q«éé^ 
pkia'a naiaroia Jaaywavi, aayaloiioM^ 
aad eaaeÉHig^ Hmro yoa ooaaaMed, 
kave |Goa ata^itf^ iiaaficioaittyil ^«ié 
iiiaaU,4M«thQH;«ad ifkk Jo^oMt 
Mpfiy yoa, ^soa iwiil ke repa&d. ^M 
Uaaa yen, doaj^Mii La^ grpiagbaBì ** 

In a Biomoai ia«i^ Badolfifc-kad 
kf i àko fqpariaaani. j 
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QOmtiMm MàMEB A DliflOaramT THAC MVOHH AHB mnMWCWm WKR AS TQ 



OODOLPHIN S NATURB. — 



AN STWn>, ALTHOVOH IN P&ITATH LIffB, WOT 



Iv Conatance noti Uiterly roproacltecl 
herself, or rather her slackened nerT^ei, 
ber breikio^ Koalili» tdiat a]»^ ha4 be- 
feve aaQUàer^ihat oiher^ too, aot otf 
ber awA gAx-T*be1aray«d her depea^ 
denee ìt^Mk •vm har biubaad't heart 
fioir làappineaa; if har <HHMcieA9e in- 
«(anUy took aUnea at ihie errar ^d 
it vj» ùideed a gcave oae) vhi«b bad 
revealed to any man her deHMfl^ 
griefs ; yat, «n ^he e«ther haod» ehe 
could i»ot oonUal the wild thrUl of 
delìght with whkh ahe reoalled those 
TOffdB ibat hfMd ae lolemoiy aaauved 
her she was stili beloved 1^ Godol^ 
l^iML SUne had a Ars» respeot in 

cerity, and knew tbab he w»» om 
neither to deceive her, nor he deeeired 
hÀmaolt Bi» èAim, ioo^ oa«i« home 
ta h«r. Had ah% wde^d* with wf* 
Aoieot addreas^ 4»ufiiÌQÌeAt aoftneWj. 
inBJnyftted henelf ÌAto GtoAolfihw'a 
nature? Neglected hentelC had ihe 
nat nc^leotcìd io retwm ì She aak^d 
toaelf thia queatieiB» 8Ad waa «aver 
weary of examining her past contlufOtK 
That RaddySe, tìi aiABtAfe and <^il- 
1&|]£ Badclylfii^ entertainad Ibr her aoy 
Ming ««xmar thaii iiiandihip» «he 
«evar €»r w» ioaUui^ luaftaoted; thati 
Kupiaieiii ^m vaidd ihave dri;Kea 
Irà &<m h^ ]^:aMiMe for «ver. And 
aUhowgh lihwe had ham a tù»e» in 
bis brighi ,aad azultùig y<o«th^ wh^n 
Badclyffe had not been without those 
arts which win^ in the opposite sex, 
affection from aversion itself, those 
arts doubled, ay, a hondred-fold, in 
their lascination, would not have 



aTaìWd hi«i with the par» bui dìflap- 
pointed Conata«ee, aven had a a^nie 
of f ight aifed wrong very differeai from 
the stflAdard he now »^»owladged 
per»Jlt(ed him io «snH them. fio 
l)hat hia was uather èhe iftorifioe oC 
w^vìm, thaii of aoj tri«ixq»h 4h«i 
^mpvJbe couUi afterwitrda have gaiaed 
hi». 

|liany> aod aoCt ajad avadi were bot 
the recoUeetioM ef Goaatanee. Her 
heaiTt flew baek to her ear\y lovie 
amoAg the shadoA of W/ex^vor; to 
the first cettfesÙQR of the lair «nthu- 
matìfi boy, whoa he oìSfered at her 
shme a «und, a gei»iw»« a hswt oapar 
hle of frùts whieh the iffuioleatee of 
after4i|è; a^d the latharigr of diiap- 
litoioted hope, had bUghM MMe 
their tùneu 

U he was r^om so deaf to what ahet 
eonai^dtaMi the Aob^er» beeaiiae nwfo 
sto »«, ez<àt««i«Kt3 ii ÌJfy, was aha 
Hot i«L aeme neaaure «iiMrerahle for 
the wpài^eneea ) Had thfare a<Kb b%m 
a ^ i» whi«h he had Y«twed to toil» 
tp lahonr, to sacrifioe iho vciry ohMM- 
ter of his mind, for an union with hmì 

W«B fibtà, ftftar aU^ «as «Uè H^t to 
adhara ao ligju^y to ber &Aher'a dykig 
word^ M^ to ihat tow Aft«rwarda 
eonfinned hy hor 9wvt imde iia4 hit- 
tecaesa ef «o«12 ^^ laaked to ber 
father's portrait for an anawer » 9ìa^ 
that dariag «ad eloqveat &ae 9M9ked, 
for the first time, cold and niMAftwer- 
ing to her appeal. 

In such meditations thehours passed, 
and midnight carne on without Con- 
stanco baving quitted her apartment. 
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She now summoned her woman, and 
inquired if GodoIpMn was at home. 
He had come in about an honr since, 
and^ complaining of fiitigae, had re- 
tired to resi. Constance agaìn dis- 
mÌBsed her maid, and stole to bis 
apartment. He was ab*eady asleep ; 
bis cheek rested on bis arm, and bis 
fair hair fell wìldly over a brow that 
now worked under the influence of 
bis dreams. Constance put the ligbt 
sofblydown, andseatingberselfbeside 
bim^ watched over a sleep wbich, if it 
bad come suddenly on bim, was not 
the less onqniet and distnrbed. At 
length he mnttered, ''Yes, Lucilla, 
yes ; I teli you, yon are avenged. I 
bare not foigotten you ! I bare not 
forgotten that I betrayed^ deserted 
you ! but was it my &ult1 No, no ! 
Yet I bave not the less sougbt to for- 
getit. These poor excesses, — ^tbese 
cbilling gaieties, — ^were theynot in- 
curred for you T — and now you come 
— you — ah, no ! — spare me ! " 

Shoeked and startled, Constance 
drew back. Here was a new key to 
Godolpbin's present life, bis dissipa- 
tion, bis tbirst for pleasure. Had he 
indeed sougbt to lull the stings of 
conscience? And she,instead of sootb- 
ing, of reconciiing bim to the past, 
bad she loft bim alone to struggle 
witb bitter and unresting tbougbts, 
and to contrast the derotion of the one 
lost witb the indifferenoe of the one 
gained ? She crept back to her own 
chamber, to commune witb her beart 
and be stili. 

'* My dear Percy," said «he, the 
nezt day,when he carelessly sauntered 
into her boudoir before be rode out, 
" I bave a favour to ask of you.' 

" Who ever denied a &TOur to Lady 
Erpingham 1 " 

"Not you, certainly ; butmy &yonr 
is a great one." 



" It is granted." ' 

" Let US pass the summer in * * * 
sbire." 

€k>dolpbin'8 brow grew clouded. 

"At Wendoyer Castlel" said be, 
after a pause. 

" We bare neyor been there since 
our marriage," said Constance, eva- 
sively. 

" Humpb ! — as you will." 

" It was the place," said Constance, 
*' where you, Percy, first told me you 
loved ! " 

The tone of bis wife's voice stmek 
on the right chord in Godolphin's 
breast; he looked up, and saw her 
eyes fidi of tears, and fized upon bim. 

" Whj, Constance," said he, mnch 
afibcted, "who would bare tbonght 
that you stili cherished that remem- 
branco ! " 

''Ab! wbenshaUIforgetitrsaid 
Constance ; " then yon loved me ! " 

'* And was rejected." 

" Hush ! but I believe now that I 
was wrong." 

" Ko, Constance; you were wrong, 
for your own bappiness, that the re- 
jection was not renewed." 

"Percy!" 

" Constance'!" and in the accent of 
that last word there was something 
that encouraged Constance, and she 
threw berself into Qodolphbi's arms, 
and murmured : — 

" If I bave offended, forgive me ; 
let US be to each other what we once 
were." 

Words like these &om the lips of 
one in whom such tender supplica- 
tion, such feminine yeamings, were 
not common, subdned Godolphin at 
once. He folded her in bis arms, and 
kissing ber passionately, whispered, 
" Be always thus, Constance, and yon 
will be more to me than ever." , 
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TBB RBVORX BILL. — ▲ TBRT SHOSI OHAPTEB. 



t*His reconciUation was noi bo short- 
lived as matterà of the kind frequently 
are. There is a Chinese proverb 
which Bays: "How near are two 
hearts when there Uno deceit between 
theml" And the misunderstanding 
of their mutuai sentimenta being re- 
moyed, their affection became at once 
viflible to each other. And Constance 
reproaching herself for her former 
pride, mingled in her manner to her 
husband, a gentle, even an hum- 
ble BweetnesB, which, being exactly 
that which he had most desired 
in her, was what most attracted 
him. 

At thifl time, Lord John Russell 
brought forward the Bill of Parila- 
mentary Beform. Lady Erpingham 
was in the lantem of the House of 
Commons on that] memorable night ; 
like every one else, her feelings at 
first were ali absorbed in surprise. 
Bhe went home; she hastened to 
Godolphin's library. Leaning bis 
head on bis band, that strange person, 
in the midst of events that stirred 
the destinies of Europe, was absorbed 
in the old subtleties of Spinosa. In 
the frank confidence of revived love, 
she put her band upon bis shoulder, 
and told him rapidly that news which 



was then on its way to terrify or de- 
light the whole of England. 

** Will this chann you, dear Con- 
stanco 1" said he, kindly; "is it a 
blow to the party you hate, and I 
sympathise with— or ** 

"ìij Fatherr interrupted Con- 
stance, passionately, " would to Hea- 
ven he had seen this day 1 It was this 
system, the patron and the nominee 
system, that crushed, and debased, 
and killed him. And now, I shall 
see that system destroyed 1 " 

" So, then, my Constance will go 
over to the Whigs in eamestl" 

"Tes, because I shall meet there 
truth and the people I " 

Godolphin laughed gently at the 
French exaggeration of the saying, 
and Constance forgave him. 

The fine ladies of London were a 
little divided as to the merits of the 
** Bill ;" Constance was the first that 
declared in its fiiTOur. She was an 
important ally — as important, at least, 
as a woman can be. A brìght spiiìt 
reigned in her eye; her stop grew 
more elastic; her voice more glad. 
This was the happiest timo of her 
life — she was happy in the renewal of 
her loye, happy in the approaching 
triumph of her hate. 
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CHAPTfifi LXI» 



THB 80LIL0QUT OF THE B00TH8ATER. — AH EPISODIGAL XTSTBllT, IHTBODirOSD 
AS A TYPE Of THÈ MANY IHINQS IN LIFE THAT AKE EBYEB ACVOUITTSD 
FOB. — QBAIUITOUS DETIATIOKS FEOM OUE OOXJIOE OABEUU 



In Leicestet Sqnàte there Ì8 a dìm ' 
old hotise, whl^ I bave but this in- { 
i^nt TÌBited, in order to bring back 
more vividly to my recoUection tbe 
wild and ìinbappy being wbo, for 
Bòtùe Bhott Urne, inbabit^d ita old- 
fh8hix>ned and gloomy chambetd. 

In tbat honee, at the time I no^ 
epeak oT, lodged tbe myfifterious Lieh- 
bttr. It yr&& late at noon, and she sai 
alone in ber apartment, wbicb was 
darkened so a» to ezclnde tbe broad 
asd peering sun. tTbere was no trick, 
nor Bign of tbe i&llaòiouft art sbe 
profef^sed, Tisible in the large and 
melancholy room. One or tvo books 
in tbe German hinguage lay on tbe I 
table beBÌ^d^ wbicb she sat : but tbey j 
were of tbe recent poetry, and not of 
tbe departed dogmas, of tbe genius of 
tbtft tongue. Tbe entbnsiast was 
alone ; and, witb ber band suppori- 
ing ber ebin, and ber eyes fized on 
raeancy, sbe seemed feeding in siletice 
tbe tbongbts tbat flitted to and fro 
athifurt a braìn wbicb bad for years 
lOBt itft ccfrtain guide; a deserted 
jminEiion, wbence the lord bad de- 
paited, and wbere spirlts not of tbis 
cottinion Ufe bad taken ifp tbeir 
baunted and desolate abode. And 
neyer was tbere a countenance better 
Buited to tbe cbaracter wbicb tbis 
singular woman bad assumed. Bicb, 
tbick aubum bair was parted loosely 
over a brow in wbicb tbe large and 
filli temples would bave betraycd to a 
pbrenologist tbe great preponderance 
wbicb tbe dreaming and tbe imagina- 
tive bore over tbe Steiner faculties. Her 



eyes were deep^ intense, bui of tbe 
brìgbt and wanderisg glìtter whidx 
is so powerful in its effect on tbe 
bebolder, because it betokens tbai 
tbougbt wbicb is not of thia daily 
worid, and inspires that feary that 
sadness, tbat awe, wbicb few bave 
looked on the fiioe of tbe insane and 
not ezperìenced. Her features were 
Btill noble, and of tbe £Eiir Oreek fl(7m* 
metry of tbe painter's S&byl ; but tbe 
cbeeks were wem and hollow, and 
one brìgbt spot alone broke tbeir 
marble paleness ; ber lips were, bow* 
ever, full, and yet red, and, by tbeir nor 
certain and yaryingplay,gayefrequent 
glimpses of teefii lustoously wbite; 
wbicb, wbile eompleting tlìe beautj 
of ber fa«e, aided — ^witb somewbat ef 
a fearful eÉect — ^tbe bumìng ligbt of 
ber ertrange eyes, and tbe Tague^ 
mystic expression of ber abrupt and 
unjoyous smUe. Toti saight see, ithea. 
ber features were, as now, in a mo« 
mentary repose, tbat ber bealtb waa 
broken, and tbat sbe was noi long 
séntenced to wander over tbat worid 
wbere tbe soul bad already ceaaed te 
find its home; but tbe instant abe 
spoke, ber colour deepened, and the 
brilliant and rapid altemations of ber 
countenance deceived tbe eye, and 
concealed tbe ravages of tbe woxm 
tbat preyed witbin. 

''Yes," said sbe, at last breaking 
Bilenco, and soliloquising in tbe Eng- 
lisb tongue, but witb somewbat of a 
foreign accent; "yes, I am in bis 
city ; witbin a few paces of bis home ; 
I bave seen bim, I bave beard bim. 
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Nig(lit' after nighi^ùi faÌB} and lA 
the teeth of tfae hiìtìmg winAi^ I have 
wftii«làred rewkl kiè hosM^ Ay ! and 
I i^owld haver rasMd my Toioe» aad 
flkri^ed a innùkig vkA a propkeeyy 
tbai flàoiaUI haTè etartted lùan from 
bis Bleej) aà tàa tnlni{M* t>f the laat 
tOkgéL ) Viti I htnbedthfe sotindì«lthiii 
tty Mài, aiAl eòTered ti» ▼ìbìool ìfith 
»ihksk ciieBeek Oh, Oeé I whai fasvè 
I atién, atei felt> and kHVims, BÌnee he 
laai aaw me! But we tkuXÌ meet 
igam; and ere the year faaa roUed 
Youody I Bhatì «sei the teuoh of hle 
llps and diel Die/ what oahmeiMy 
^a4 htLXwry ia ^e #0Td 1 The fieiy 
barihen ef tìùB dtead kwe^vM^ I 
haY^ heaped npoa ne, sfatìffled tfSi 
mentoiy no more; the pail^ the pnh 
Beai, the faimn «eereiied ; «ifd a ìtiug 
Bfoep> irith bTìghi dieana ef a lotUng 
akyy end a eihrer roiee^ «ad his pN>> 
settcet" 

The door opened, and a blaek giri 
of aboQt ten years eldy in the mmtoaiie 
oi ber Mooneà tribe, annofimeed tli« 
abrriftiì of a new vìsiton The eooa* 
«Bmtoe Of Madame lAehhar efaaa^ 
lA tm^e iato tm exprèssleii'of eoht aatd 
mttled oalÈurai»; abe erdemiil tira 
vìfeitor to be admitted ; and pnmMfy 
3tainforth BadolyflSs enteMd theiolHk 



" Theu ttriatakeAt ne «»d my ìon" 
béM the ditknr ; "I »eddle«ot wiOi 
tbatrioke and tehèHiee^if ébe^iK>tMly; 
I show the trtitby atei garUa it." 

''Pshawl» eàM iMelyfi^ impa- 
tkmiiiy ; ** thie jat^on x:màfyt decelve 
ne. Yoa exhibit yonr skill A(r 
BMiray ; I aik one emAftion of it, a&d 
dedre yeu to name yourftmMRt iicrt 
ut talk after the foihìoiL of thfai nwkl, 
aiBLd ìwve Haà of the «othdr te oor 
dapes." 

'< Y«fc, tirata haei knonriiL gilef tao," 
Bild th« dhrifier, naaSai^, "and 
tbose wbo hate «oivow«d ««gfat te 
>dgemoreg€litlyof«a^<o«hw. Wilt 



tbev try ny art on thyBeif, en tìtou 
aafceatitftreiihetsr 

'' Ayv if you eotdd rettore the dead 
te my dieamsb" 

**1 eaur* reptied the aoothiayeri 
eterni^. 

fiadeiyfih laaghed bitteif y. "Am^ 
willjh tMBta& to me; or, if yon WoaKI 
donvmoeme, wiae at aftee the ipeeiKt 
IdienbateBeer' 

" And doat tfaou think, vaia maa^" 
x^led Liehbtir, baaghtily, '' that I 
pk^etead to the power thou Bpeahefll 
of) Yei; hnt net ae the impeetenf 
of old (dull and gromt^ aippealing to 
oatward sp^h^ ànd epelto wtoii^ght faj 
themaeltvf alone) affeoted to de) I 
0w hringf the dead before thAe, hai 
thou thyself vmt aet u|N)n tkcymSt*' 

"Mommeryt What would yen 
drmatr' 

" Wilt tfam fast threedaya, and fòr 
thna iii^ta ahstaln frooi sleef^ aad 
tfaea ymi tue oace agaìml" 

'^ Ne, ftdr deltider; saeh « pia* 
lilBiilfeary ia lieo maeh te arie of a 
Neepfa^ttt. Thne dti^ wìthoui food» 
andtfareéstgàtawithofuitflteepl Why 
yov lFe«M hafv te miete myieUf &em 
the dead f" 

" And eant thou/' said the diYhielv 
with great digaity, " eaaat thou he|^ 
that thev weuldet he wèrljfay of a 
revelation from a higher irorid*— that 
fer thee the haya of the GriV«idioald 
«nlodk their awfiii treaaùre» and the 
I^ead retom to \ìh, when thou eon»- 
fkmt to mortify thy fleah aMl loeaea 
the earthly bonds that outnher aad 
clmi& the apirit) I «^ thee^ that only 
aa the «evi detaohea itaelf from the 
fr&iora, «MI ita hner and pasre^ aenae 
awahóa, and the fhll eeaaoionxaaeaa of 
the invislbie and dnrme thtngt th«l 
mi#ìt»«]id H deeeend apen ita poWers." 

"And vhais" aaid ftadclyfi^, ata^ 
more by the coantenanoe and voioa 
than the woxda tbamselvea of tìie 
aoe thaayoi ; ''what wimld yen thMi 
do> anpftoaSBg that I porform ihia 

pittuiMr 
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"Aimken to their ntmost sense, 
even to pain and tortore, the naked 
nerres of that Great Power thoa cali- 
est the iMAoiNATiON ; that Power which 
presides over dreams and TÌaions, 
which kindles song, and liyes in the 
Heart of Melodies; which inspired 
the Magian of the East and the Py- 
ihian Yoioes — and, in the storms and 
thunder of savage landa originated 
the noUon of a God and the aeedB of 
human worship; thatyast presidìng 
Power which, to the things of mind, 
ìB what the I)eitjr is to the Universe 
itself— the Creator of alL I wonld 
awaken, I say, that Power from its 
CQstomary sleep where, bnried in the 
heart it folda its wings, and lires bnt 
by fits and atarts, unqniet, bnt nn- 
aroused; and by that Power thou 
wouldfit aee, and feel, and know, and 
throngh it only thou wonldst ezist. 
So that it wonld be with thee, as if 
the body were not : aa if thon wert 
already àH-spiritual, all-Iiving. So 
thou wouldst leam in life that which 
may be open to thee after death ; and 
80, soul might now, aa hereafter, con- 
verse with soul, and revoke the Past, 
and sail prescient down the dark tides 
of the Future. A brief and fleeting 
privilege,' but dearly purchased : be 
wise, and diabelieve in it ; be happy, 
and .reject it r* 

Badclyife was impressed, despite 
himself, by the solemn novelty of this 
language, and the deep moumfulness 
with which the soothsayer's last sen- 
tence died away. 

** And how," said he, after a pause, 
" how, and by what arts, would you 
so awaken the imaginative fiunilty 1" 

" Ask not until the time cornea for 
the trial," answered Liehbur. 

" But can you awaken it in ali 1 — 
the dui], the unideal,a8 inthemusing 
andezaltedr 

" No ! but the duU and unideal 
will not go through the necessary 
ordeal. Few besides those for whom 
Fate casta her great parta in life's 



drama» ever come to that point when 
I can teach ihem the future." 

^ Do you mean that your chief vota- 
riea are among the great! Pardon 
me, I ahould have thought the most 
snperatitiouB are, to be fonnd among 
the most ignoraiit and lowly." 

" Tea ; bnt they consult only what 
impoaea on their erednlity, withont 
demanding stem and severe sacrìfice 
of time and eiqoyment, as I do. The 
daring, the xeaolnte, the scheming, 
with their soula intent upon great 
objects and high dreams — those are 
the men who despise the charms of 
the moment^ who are covetons of 
piercing the fiff fntor^ who know how 
much of their hitherward career haa 
been brightened, not by genius or 
nature, but some stfinge confiuence 
ofevents, some myst6riou8agen<7'of 
fiite. The great are always fortunate, 
and therefore mostly seekers into the 
decrees of fortune." 

So great is the influence which 
enthusiasm, right or wrong, always 
exercises over us, that evea the hard 
and acute Badelyffe— -who had oitered 
the room with the most profound 
contempt for the pretenaions of the 
soothsayer, and partly from a wish to 
find materiate for ridieuling a foUy of 
the day, partly, it may be, from the 
desire to esoamm which belongedto 
bis nature — ^b^pan to consider in bis 
own mind wheUier he should yiddto 
bis curiosity, now strongly exdtedy 
and pledge himself to the prelìminaiy 
penance the diviner had ordained. 

The soothsayer oontinued : — 

" The stara, and the clime, and the 
changing moon, have power over uà 
— ^why noti Do they not have influ- 
ence over the rest of nature? Bai 
we can onlyunravel their more auguat 
and hidden seerets» by giving Ioli 
wing to the creative spirit which first 
taught US their elementaiy nature, 
and which, when released fr^m earth, 
will have frdl rango to wander over 
their brilliant fields. Know, in one 
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word, the Imagination and the Seul 
Are OTie, one indivisible and the aame ; 
on that trath resta allmy lore." 

" And if I followed your precepts, 
vrhat other prcliminariea would yon 
«i\join r 

*' Not until thou engagest to per- 
form them, will I teli thee more."^ 

" I engagé ! " 

" And BwearT 



"lawearl" 

The aoothaayer rose — and- 
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CHAPTEE LXIL 



IN WHICH THB COXXOIT LIFE OLIDES IHTO mV STKàiraB:< — VP^IìOP TtSO^ 
BUT THB TBUTH HOT EQUALLT ACKKOWLEDGBD. 



It was on the night of this interview 
that Constance, coming into Godol- 
phin's room, found hìm leaningagainst 
the wall, pale, and agìtated, and almost 
insensible. "Percy — Percy, you are 
ili ! " ghe exclaimed, and wound her 
anns round his neck. He looked at 
her long and wistfully, breathing 
hard ali the time, until at length he 
seemed slowly to recoyer his self- 
possession, and seating himself, mo- 
tioned Constance to do the same. 
After a pause, he said, clasping her 
hand, 

''Listen to me, Constance. My 
health, I fear, is breaking ; I am tor- 
xnented by fearful visions ; I am pos- 
sessed by some magic influence. For 
scveral nights successiyely, before fall- 
ing asleep, a cold tremor has gradually 
pervaded my frame ; the roots of my 
hair stand on end ; my teeth chatter ; 
a yague horror seizes me ; my blood 
seems tumed to a solid substance, so 
curdlcd and stagnant is it. I strive 
to speak, to cry out, but my voice 
clings to the roof of my mouth; I 
feel that I bave no longer power over 
myself. Suddenly, and in the very 
midst of this agony, I fall into a heavy 
sleep ; then come strange bewildering 
dreams, with Volktman's daughter for 
ever presiding over them ; but with a 
changed countenance, calm, unutter- 
nbly calm, and gazing on me with 
eyes that bum into my soul. The 
dream fades, I wake with the mom- 
ing, but exhausted and enfeebled. I 
bave consulted physicians; I bave 
taken drugs ; but I cannot break the 
speli — the previous horror and the 



after-dreams. And just now, Con- 
stance, just now — ^you see the window 
is open to the park, the gate of the 
garden is nnclosed; I happened to 
lift my eyes, and lo ! gazing upon me 
in the sickly moonlight, waa the 
countenanoe of my dreams — ^Lucilla's, 
but how altered ! Merciful Heaven ! 
is it a mockeiy, or can the living Lu- 
cilla really be in England 1 and have 
these visiona, these terrors been part 
of that mysterions sympathy which 
united us ever, and which her fiither 
predicted should cease bat with onr 
livesV 

The emotions of Gk>dolphin were so 
rarely visible, and in the present in- 
stamce they were so nnaffected, and so 
roused, that Constance could not som- 
mon courage to soothe, to cheer him ; 
she herself was àlarmed and shocked, 
and glanced fearfuUy towards the 
window, lest the apparition he had 
spoken of should reappear. Ali with- 
out was stili, not a leaf stirred on the 
trees in the Mail ; no human figore 
was to be seeiL She tumed again to 
Godolphin, and kissed the drops from 
his brow, and pressed his cheek to her 
bosom. 

" I have a presentiment," said he, 
" that something dreadful will liappen 
shortly. I feel as if I were near some 
great crisis of my life : and as if I 
were about to step from the bright 
and palpàble world into regione of 
cloudanddarkness. Constance, strange 
misgivings as to my choice in my 
past life haunt and perplex me. I 
have Bought only the present ; I have 
abjured ali toil, ali ambition, and 
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langhed at the futare ; my hand has 
plucked the rose-leaves, and now they 
He withered in the grasp. My youth 
flies me — &ge scowls on me from the 
distance ; an age of frivolities that I 
once scomed ; yet — yet, had Ifoimed 
a different creed, how much I might 
have done I But--~but| oui on tbi» 
cant 1 My nerves are shattered, and 
I ivnate noaseiiBe. L«iid me your arm, 
O0a8todc»;.l«ii]0 9oixit»tbe saAdon, 
and sen^ fo» nwBi» ! " 



And ali that night Constance 
watched by the side of Godolphin^ 
and marked in mute terror the con< 
vulsions that wrung his sleep, the 
foam that gathered to his lip, the 
ciieBthstbroke from his tongue. Bat 
she was rewarded when, with the grey 
daim, ì» Mvoke^ tmé, oatching her 
tender and tearful gaze, flang himself 
upoa btr boaom^ aBdbvde: Goi taien 
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CHAPTEE LXIII. 



A XEETIHO BETWXEir OOKSTASOB AITI) THB PB0PHITB88. 



A STBANQB snspicion had entered 
Constance's mìnd , and for Godolphin*s 
sake she resolved io pui it to the proof. 
She drew ber mantle round ber stately 
figure, put on a laige disguising bon- 
net, and repaired to Madame Lieb- 
bur's bouse. 

Tbe Moorisb girl opened tbe door 
to tbe countess ; and ber strange dress, 
ber AMcan bue and features, relieved 
hj tbe long, glittering pendanta in 
ber ears, wbile tbey seemed Buited to 
tbe eccentric reputation of ber mis- 
tress, brougbt a sligbt amile to tbe 
proud lip of Lady Erpingbam, as sbe 
conceived tbem a part of tbe cbarbn* 
tanism practised by tbe sootbsayer. 
Tbe girl only replied to Lady Erping- 
bam's question by an intelligent sign ; 
and running ligbtly up tiie stairs, 
conducted tbe guest into an ante- 
room, vbere sbe wùted but for a few 
moments before sbe was admitted 
into Madame Liebbur's apartment. 

Tbe effect tbat tbe personal beauty 
of tbe diviner always produced on 
tbose wbo bebeld ber was not less 
powerful tban usuai on tbe surprised 
and admiring gazo of Lady Erping- 
bam. Sbe bowed ber baugbty brow 
witb involuntaiy respect, and took 
tbe seat to vbicb tbe entbusiast 
beckoned. 

" And wbat, lady/' udd tbe sootb- 
sayer, in tbe foreign music of ber 
low voice, "wbat brings tbee bitbert 
Wouldst tbou gain, or bast tbon lost, 
tbat gifb our poor sex prizes so dearly 
beyond its vaine 1 Is it of love tbat 
tbou wouldst speak to tbe interpreter 
of dreams and tbe priestess of tbe 
tblngs to come?" 



Wbile tbe brigbt-eyed Liehbur tbns 
spoke, the countess ezamined through 
ber veil tbe fair fiice before ber, com- 
paring it witb tbat description which 
Gk>dolpbin had given ber of the sculp- 
tor's daughter, and ber suspicion ac- 
quired new strength. 

** I seek not that which you allude 
to," said Gonstance; "but of tbe 
future, altbough without any definite 
object, I would indeed like to question 
yoa. Ali of us love to pry into dark 
recesses hid from our view, and over 
which you profess the empire." 

"Your voice is sweet^ but com- 
mandlng," said the oracle; "and your 
air is stately,as of one bom in courts. 
Lift your veU, that I may gaze upon 
your face, and teli by its lines the 
fiite your character has shaped for 
you." 

"Abis !" answered Gonstance, " life 
betrays few of its past signs by out- 
ward token. If you bave no wiser 
art tban tbat drawn firom the lines 
and features of our countenances, I 
sball stili remain what I am now — an 
unbeliever in your powers." 

" The brow, and the lip, and tbe 
eye, and the expresaion of each and 
ali," answered Liehbur, " are not tbe 
lying index you suppose tbem." 

"Tben," rejoincd Gonstance, "by 
tbose signs will I read your own 
destiny, as you would read mine." 

Tbe sibyl started, and waved ber 
band impatiently; but Gonstance 
proceeded. 

"Your birth, despite your hit 
locks, was under a southern sky ; you 
were nursed in the delusions you now 
teach; you were loved, and loft alone; 



GODOLPHIN. 



197 



you are in the country of yoar lorer. 
la it not so! — am I not an oracle in 
my turni" 

The mysterious Liehbur fell back 
in ber chair; ber lips apart and 
blancbed — ber banda claaped — ber 
eyea fixed upon ber Yisitant. 

" Wbo are you 1 " abe cried at laat, 
in a abrill tene ; '' wbo, of my own 
sex, knowa my wretcbed bistoryl 
Speak, apeak!— in mercy apeak 1 teli 
me more ) convince me that you bave 
but vainly gueaaed my aecret, or that 
you bave a right to know it 1 " 

"Did not your fittber foraake, for 
the blue akiea of Rome, bia own 
colder aborea?" continued Conatance, 
adopting the beigbtened and romantic 
tene of the one abe addreaaed ; " and, 
Percy Qodolpbin — ia that name atill 
£Euniliar to the ear of Lucilla Yolkt- 
manV 

A loud, long abriek burat from the 
lipa of the aootbaayer, and abe aank at 
once lifeleaa on the ground. Oreatly 
alarmed, and repenting ber own ah- 
ruptneaa, Conatance baatened to ber 
aaaiatance. Sbe lifted the poor being, 
wbom ahe unconacioualy bad once 
contributed ao deeply to ligure, from 
the ground; abe looaened ber dreaa, 
and perceiyed that around ber neck 
hung a broad ivory necklace wrought 
witb curioua cbaractera, and many 
uncoutb forma and aymbola. Tbia 
evidence that, ìf deluding otbera, 
the aootbaayer deluded beraelf alao, 
touched and affected the counteaa; 
and wbile abe waa atill buay in 
cbafing the templea of Lucilla, the 
Moor, brought to the apot by that 
Budden abriek, entered the apartment. 
Sbe aeemed aurpriaed and terrified at 
ber miatreaa'a condition, and poured 
fortb, in acme tongue unknown to 
Conatance, what aeemed to ber a 
▼olley of mingled reproach and la- 
mentation. Sbe aeized Lady Erping- 
bam'a band, daabed it indignantly 
away, and, aupporting beraelf the 
asben cheek of Lucilla, motioned to 



Lady Erpingbam to depart; but 
Conatance, not eaaily accuatomed to 
obey, retained ber poaition beaide the 
atill inaenaible Lucilla ; and now, by 
alow degreea, and witb quick and 
beayy aigha, the unfortunate daughter 
of Yolktman retnmed to life and con* 
aciouaneaa. 

In aaaiating Lucilla, the counteaa 
bad thrown aaide ber vcil, and the* 
eyea of the aootbaayer opened upon 
that auperb beauty, wbich once to aee 
waa never to forget. Involuntarily 
ahe again doaed ber eyea, and groaned 
audibly; and then, aummoning ali 
ber conrage, abe witbdrew ber band 
from Conatance'a claap, and bade ber 
Mooriah handmaid leave them once 
more alone. 

"So, then," aaid Lucilla, after a 
pauae, " it ia Percy Godolpbin'a wife, 
bia Engliab wife, wbo baa come to 
gazo on the fidlen, the degraded 
Lucilla ; and yet," ainking ber voice 
into a tone of ineffable and plaintive 
aweetneaa— " yet I bave alept on bia 
boaom, and been dear and aacred to 
bim aa thou ! Go, proud lady go ! — 
leave me to my mad, and aunken, 
and aolitary atate. Go t " 

"Dear Lucilla!" aaid Conatance, 
kindly, and atriving once more to 
take ber band, " do not caat me away 
from you. I bave long aympathiaed 
witb your generoua altbougb erring 
beart— your hard and bitter misfor- 
tunea. Look on me only aa your 
friend — ^nay, your aister, if you will. 
Let me perauade you to leave tbia 
atrange and deaultory life; cbooae 
your own home : I am rich to over- 
flowing; ali you can deaire ahall be 
at your command. He ahall not know 
more of you, unleaa (to aaauage the 
remorae liiat the memory of you doea, 
I know, atill occaaion bim) you will 
aufTer bim to leam, from your own 
band, that you are well and at case, 
and that you do not revoke your 
former pardon. Come, dear Lucilla !" 
and the arm of the generoua and 
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bright-sonled C<mstaB«e g&d\j 
wound round th« feeble fimne of 
Lucilla, who now, peclining bfték, 
wept as if her heart ironld break. 
" Come, give me the deep, tbe grate- 
ful Joy of tbinking I ean minister to 
your future comfort». I ifws -the 
cause of ali your wretchedness ; but 
fbr me, Godolphin woold faaTe been 
yours for ever — ^would probably, by 
marriage, bave redreesed yourirrongs; 
but for me you would not baTe wsn- 
dered an outcast over the iabospit- 
able world. Let me in -fiomething 
repair what I bave cost you. Bpeak 
to me, Lucilla J " 

*'Yes, I will speak to you," said 
pooT Lucilla, throwing berself on the 
ground, and clasping with gratefìil 
warmth the knees of ber gentle 
soother; ^for long, long yeara — I 
dare not ihink how many-^I bare 
not heard the voice of kindneas iftH 
upon my ear. Among Btnmge fiices 
and barah tongues bath my lot been 
cast ; and if I bave wrougbt out-from 
the dreams of my young boun ifae 
course of this life, (wMeh you con- 
temn, but not justly,) it bas been 
that I may stand alone and net ée- 
pendent; feared and iMt despised. 
And now you, you n^hom 1 edmire 
and cnvy, and would rererence mwe 
than liying woman, (for he lovesyou 
and deems you worfcby of him,) you, 
lady, speak to me as -a sister would 

speak, and — and " Here sobs 

interrupted LucHU'« speeeb ; snd 
Oonstanee berseli^ almost equallynf- 
fected, and finding it vain to attempt 
to raise ber, knelt by ber side, «nd 
tenderly caressing ber, sougbt to 
comfort ber, even wbUe sbe wept m 
doing so. 

And tliss was a beautifel fMissage 
in the life of the lofty Oonstanee. 
ITeyer did sbe se^n more noMe tban 
wben, thus lowly and bunibling ber- 
self, she knélt ^^ide the poor yiotim 
of ber busband'fl love, «nd wbispered 
to the. dìseased «ndwithering befut 



tidings of comfort, charity, ironie, and 
a futurity of 'bonour and df 'peace. 
But this was not a dream tlist could 
long lull tìie perturbed and eriing 
brain of Lucilla Volktmsn. And 
wben sbe recovered, in 'Some measuiv, 
her self-possession, aerose, and-tfarow- 
ingbaek the wild hair from ber tbrob- 
bing temples, sbe said, in a caini -and 
moumfhl voice : 

** Yoxtr kindness Comes -too Iste. I 
am dying, fiut— <&st. AH that is left 
me in the wotld areifaese very viEdons, 
this very power — cali it delusion if 
you will — ^from-wbicfa you wouM tear 
me. ffay, look not so reproacfafoBy, 
and in sueb wonder. Bo yon not 
fcnow tbat men 4iavé in pororty, aick- 
ness, and ali onter 'despair, clung^to 
a creative -spirit witbin — a irorld 
peopled witfa delnùons — ^and «dfed 
it PoetbtI and that gift bas been 
more precions to tbem -Hian aH ^tat 
wealtb and pomp conld bestow 1 So,* 
eotttinued Lucilla, witb fervid and 
insane enl^siasm, '' so is tìiìs^ my 
creative spirit, my imaginaiy wrwld, 
my inspiration, what poetrymsy be 
to others. I may be mistaken in -the 
tmtìi of mybelief. Tbere are^times 
wben my brain is cod^l, andmy 'frame 
at-rest, and I sit alone and '^ìA over 
the Tecd past — >wben l feel my inist 
Shf&en, and-my ardour damped : -but 
tbat tbongbt does not console but 
tortore me, and I iiasten to phmge 
once more among the dìarms, and 
spells, and migfaty dreams, that-wrap 
me lìrom my liràig «elf. Ob, lady! 
brigfat, and beanttfiil, and lojfly, as 
you aiie, tbere may come a time-idien 
you can conceive tbat even madness 
may be ardief. for," -(and -bere the 
wandering ligbt bumed brighter in 
the enthusiast's glowing eyes,) "for, 
when thenigbt is round us, and t b ere 
is peaee on earth, and ^e worMIs 
ohildren «leep, it is a wild Joy io sit 
alone and vigilant, and forget 4faat 
we live and ara wretebed. The atars 
frpei^ to US then with a wondrouH and 
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«lining votoe; *tìiey t«U ub of the 
^doom of 'meiL «Bd.yi» «mwok «f jmdl- 
irìreB, and propbeey of tbe farr«v«ntB 
•ìfbidi tfaey tanght «o tbe oid Cbil- 
i^Mxm, And tfaen Ibe Winde, wàik- 
ing to and fio «s tiieyliftt, bid ub 90 
ibrth'with thesi «nd htmc ikesongs 
•of the nidDtgiit cqpàits; fer you 
know/' she whispered with « «mile, 
putting her haad «pon iheann of the 
«ppalled and ahriAkfaig Oonitance, 
who noir saw how hopolew ^ras the 
«ninittry she had «ndortaken, ** that 
'this world ÌB gWen op to t^o tribes 
'Of things that Ihpe and fawre a bouI : 
<the one bodily and palpatole aa we 
«re ; the «ethar more glerk)», bnt 
'InvisiMe to oar d«ill '^ht — l^oagh I 
ha^e «eon them — ^Dread Solemn dha- 
dowB/even in their nirth ; th« night 
ÌB theh: -season aB *the day 4h oufb ; 
'th^ nMvroh in iàte BtooDbeamB, «ad 
are berne upon thewiiiigBof<the winds. 
:àad wìiii thon, and'by their thoughts, 
4kl rake myself from what I ani and 
lianre bean. Ah, lady, wovldst thou 
*talre tiuseomfòrt fìroin me ?" 

''Bat/' said CoBstanoe, gatherìng 
•fMmrage 'from tìie genilonfBB "whioh 
Lucilla'B imnmity.noKir wovB, and irying 
io «ootbe, not eomtndiet ber in ber 
^pveeeot «vein, ^'bftt in the oountry, 
L«GÌUa, ifi«Boaaie quiet mdidieltored 
ikook, yon *mAglii indulge ihoBe vislenB 
^tboat the ooiob and iiBoertatnty 
iflHit woBt W9m perplex yen ; without 
leadiug thie 'dangeroaB tnd roring 
llfe, whieh mwt at timea earpMe you 
^ iuBatt, toMine^anoe; aoiddiBeoatent 
you ivith yommelf." 

" You we ni(rtak«i, lady/' Baid the 
.«itrologer, praodiy ; "^«one kavw ne 
^viio do net foar. I ampowwfiil, «nd 
i bug my pow«i>^t «eoDxfeiitB no : 
'^ithout it, wlMt' Bhauid I %}e9--an 
abjeet, fonak^n, «iaenMe wonan. 
Uff ! tfaat poflirar I powc w 1» «hake 
:»en^ seepet Boute o ro n if it be a 
^o^t-— e-von if I «honld iaugh at 
^tiram, Dot pity — reeenoitoB me to my- 
HMlf and to the paat. Aad l %m not 



poor, madam/' aa, with the common 
eapiioe of her infirmlty, an angiy 
■Buapicion aeemad «to erosa her; ''I 
wantaio obo'b eiwrity, I bave leamed 
ito mnintain myself. Nay, I oould be 
OTon weaithy if I would i " 

'' And/' Baid Oonatanoe, Beeing that 
fer the pieflent ahe must postpone ber 
benevolent intentiona, ''and he— Go- 
4olphin — you forgwe iiim stiii 1 " 

At that Bame, it wbb aa if a sudden 
'obann 'had been whiapeved to the 
itmmà heart jof the poor ftinatic ; her 
head Bank from ììb proud bearing ; a 
deep, a Bolt blush coloared the wan 
oheek ; her anna diooped baaide her ; 
she trembied Tìoleotly ; and, after a 
moment'B Bilenoe, sank again on her 
«eat aad ootovod her fietce with her 
haada. '< Afa r'flaid8be,aoftly, " tbat 
woFd bringB me back to my yanig 
dayB,*wh«n lasfced no-power but what 
ìofe gare me over one beart : it brings 
me baek to tbe blue Italian lake, and 
tbe waving piiiea, and our solitaty 
home, and my babe'a distant graw. 
Teli me," she crìed, again atarting up, 
" haa he not apoken of me lately--4ias 
he net 'Been me in bis dreaas? bave I 
noi been preaent to ìiìb aoul ^lien the 
fmrae, torpid and locked, ae^ered uà 
no mmo, aad, in tbe «till houre, I 
ehamed myaelf to faÌA gsse 1 Teli 
me, haa he n«it ownod that Lucilla 
lianyted iùa pillow? Téli me; and 
•if I ofT, ny «polla are nothing, my 
pow«r « Tanifcy, and I-am the belplesa 
oreatuve thou wooldat beliere me 1 " 

fioapite ber Tràson and her finn 
«enae, Comtanoe kalf ebuddeiod at 
theae m^mteriom worda, aa ahe reoalled 
whst Perey «had teld her of hisdreams 
the pireoeding OTening, and the enio- 
tioBB ahe hteraelf liad witneeaed in bis 
filumbora wbon ahe watohed beside 
Ina bed. She vemained silent, and 
LooIHa regairded ber ooontenanoe with 
a aoit of tiiimpfa. 

'^ify «rt, tbon, ia -noi bo icHe as 
then wooMat 4iold 4t. But — buah t 
— last night I beheld him, not in 
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Bpirit, bui visiblj, &ce to face : for I 
wander at times before bis home {his 
home was once mine!) and he saw 
me, and was smitten wiih fear; in 
tbese wom featares he conld recognise 
not the limng Lucilla he had known. 
Bat gò to him ! — ^thou, his wife, his 
own — ^go to him; teli him — no, teli 
him not of me. He must not seek 
me; we must not hold parley to- 
gether : for oh, lady/' (and Lueilla's 
ùuce became settled into an expression 
80 sad, 60 unearthly sad, that no word 
can paint, no heart conceiye, its ntter 
and solemn sorrow,) " when we two 
meet again to commane, — ^to converse, 
—when once more I touch that band, 
when once more I feel that beloTod, 
that balmy breath ; — my last hour is at 
hand — ^and danger — ^imminent, dark, 
and deadlj danger, clings &st to him!" 
As she spoke, Lucilla closed her 
eyes, as if to sbut some horrid vision 
from her gaze; and Constance looked 
fearfully round, almost expecting 
some apparition at band. Presently 
Lucilla, moving silently across the 
room, beckoned to the countess to 
foUow : she did so : they entered an- 
other apartment : before a recess 
there hung a black curtain : LucUla 
drew it Islowly aside, and Constance 
turned her eyes froin a dazzling light 
that broke upon them ; when she 
again looked, she beheld a sort of 
glass dial marked with various quaint 
hieroglyphics and the figures of angels, 
beàutifuUy wrought ; but around the 
dial, which was cifcular, were ranged 
many stars, and the planets, set in due 
order. These were lighted from 
within by some chemical process, and 
bumt with a clear and lustrous, but 
Silver light. And Constance observed 
that the dial turned round, and that 
the stars turned with it, each in a 
separate motion ; and in the midst of 
the dial were the hands as of a clock 
—that moved, but so slowly, that the 
most patient gaze alone could observe 
the motion. 



While the wondering Constance 
regarded thia singalar device, LucilU 
pointed to one star that bumed 
brighter than the rest ; and below it, 
half-way down the dial, was another, 
a faint and sickly orb, that, wh^i 
watched, seemed to perform a mnch 
more rapid and irregalar course than 
its fellows. 

" The brìght star is his," said she ; 
" and yon dim and dying one in the 
type of mine. Note : in the conne 
they both porsae, they must meet at 
last; and toA^n they meet, the me- 
chanism of the whole halts—the woik 
of the dial is for ever done. These 
hands indicate hourly the progress 
made to that end ; for it is the mimicry 
and symbol of mine. Thus do I 
number the days of my fate ; thus do 
I know, even almost to a second, the 
period in which I shall join my Faiher 
that is in Heaven I 

" And now," continued the maniac, 
(though manùic is too harsh and d% 
cided a word for the dreaming wild- 
ness of Lucilla's insamty,) as, dropping 
the curtain, she took her guest's hand 
and conducted her back into the outer 
room — ''and now, farewell ! You 
sought me, and, I feel, only from kind 
and generous motives. We never 
shall meet more. Teli not your hos- 
band that you bave seen me. He will 
know Boon, too soon, of my existence : 
fain would I spare him that pang 
and/- growing pale as she spoke, 
''thatpm^/butFateforbidsit. What 
is writ, is writ: and who shall blot 
Ctod's sentence from the stars, which 
are his hook) Farewell ! high thoughts 
are graved upon your brow : may they 
bless you ; or, where they &il to bless, 
may they console and support. Fare- 
well ! I bave not yet forgotten to be 
grateful, and I stili dare to pray.'' 

Thus saying, Lucilla kissed the 
hand she had held, and . tuming 
hastily away, regained the room she 
had just lefb ; and, locking the door, 
left the stunned and bewildered 
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oountesa io depart from the melati- 
cboly abode. With fieilterìng Bieps 
Bhe quitted the ehamber, and ai the 
foot of the Btaira the little Moor 
awaited her. To her ezclted iancy 
there was something eltrich and pre- 
tematnral in the gaze of thè young 
Afirican, and the grìn of her pearly 
teeth, as she opened the door to the 
viaitant. Hastening to her carriage, 
ìvhicb she had left at a corner of the 



sqnare, the counteu rqjoiced when 
Bhe gidned it; and throwing herself 
back on the lozuriouB cushionB, felt 
as exhauBted by this Btarry and weird 
inddent in the epic of life's common 
career, as if Bhe had partaken of that 
overpowering inspiration which she 
now almoBt incredulouBly aaked her- 
self, aa Bhe looked forth on the broad 
day and the buBy BtreetB, if Bhe had 
really witnessed. 
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CHAPTER LXIV. 

OYSB "GODOLTHIN^ 1IIKD.'— HIS OOFWBftiTION "YtTSEL 
SLEGfTIOlf^.—- '<90S0SPHI1T ^BOOMXB A SSfAVeB. 



Ko human heart ever beat with more 
pure and generous emotions, when 
freed from the politicai fever that 
bumed within her, (withering, for the 
moment, the chastened and wholesome 
impulses of her nature,) than those 
which animated the heart of the 
queenly Constance. She sent that 
evening for the most celebrated phy- 
Bician in London — that polished and 
courtly man who seems born for the 
maladies of the drawing-room, but 
who, beneath so urbane a demeanour, 
conceais so accurate and profound a 
knowledge of the disorders of bis un- 
fortunate race. I say accurate and 
profound comparatively, for positive 
knowledge of pathology is what no 
physician in modem times and civi- 
lised countries really possesses. No 
man cures us — the highest art is not 
to kill! Constance, then, sent for 
this physician, and, as deUcately as 
possible, related the unfortunate state 
of Lucilla, and the deep anxiety she 
felt for her mental and bodily relief. 
The physician promised to cali the 
next day ; he did so, late in the afber- 
noon — Lucilla was gone. Strange, 
self-willed, mysterious, she carne like 
a dream, to wam, to terrify, and to 
depart. They knew not whither she 
had fled, and her Moorish handmaid 
alone attended her. 

Constance was deeply chagrined at 
this intelligence ; for she had already 
begun to build castles in the air, 
which poor Lucilla, with a frame 
restored, and a heart at ease, and no- 
thing ieft of the past but a soft and 



holy penitence, should inhabit The 
countess, however, consoled herself 
with the hope, that Lucilla would at 
least write ,to her, and mention her 
new place of residence; but days 
passed and no letter came. 

Constance felt that her benerolent 
intentions were doomed to be unfàl* 
fiUed. She was now greatly perplezed 
w^ether or not to relate to Godolphìn 
the interview that had taken place 
between her and Lucilla. She knev 
the deep, morbid, and painful interest 
which the memory of this wild and 
visionary creature created in Oodol- 
phin ; and she trembled at the feelings 
she might re-awaken by even a fisónt 
picture of the condition and mental 
infirmities of her whose life he had so 
darkly shadowed. She resolved, there- 
fore, at ali events for the presenta and 
until every hope of discovering Lucilla 
once more had expired, to conceal the 
meeting that had occurred. And in 
this resolve, she was strengthened by 
perceivìng that Ck>dolphin's mind had 
become gradually calmed from its late 
excitement, and that he had begun to 
consider, or at least appeared to con- 
sider, the apparition of Lucilla at bis 
wìndow, 'as the mere delusion of a 
heated imagìnation. His nights grew 
once more tranquil, and freed from 
the dark dreams that had tormented 
his brain ; and eyen the cool and un- 
ima^ative Constance could scarcely 
divest herself of the wild fancy that, 
when Lucilla was near, a secret and 
pretematural sympathy between Go- 
dolphìn and the reader of the stara 
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had i^rodmed Hoùi inlhianee «Tor^kàB 
nightly dreams which pded, and re- 
«eded, aad TBÙhed, »s LÓdUft de- 
paffted fvom the «otoalotrele in whieh 
he^Uyed. 

It was at HÙB 'iiine, too, "that a 
t^ngewas peroeptiblein'Godoliihta^ 
Itabits, and orept graduaily over tlie 
«haracfaer of hk iiiouglits. Dk8i|ia- 
iba eeased io aUmn him, the light 
«rit of hi8 paimites pailed npon hie 
«ar ; magnifieenee had lost ita gloas, 
«nd the same ifoetidioos, oiacting 
'tMrst for the ideal irhich had fUsap- 
pointed him in the better objeets of 
fife, began no«r to discontent him with 
ìls glittering pleasures. 

The change was natttial, and ihe 
oanses not difficalt to fathom. The 
laet WM, tiiiat Qodolphin had now 
«rnTed at that period of exiaten«e 
jwlien a man's character is almoit in- 
^«rlably subjeot to great change ; the 
crisis in life's feTer, ii;hen there is a 
aeif tum in oar&te, and ourmoral 
deaith or re^enenition w 4waled hj the 
ai&ent waTenng, m tfae«olemn de<^8Ìon 
of «the HOUR ! Aimed et-tbe oonfiftas 
«f middle a^e, titere is an 'ontwwd 
imomtion in -tbe^whole'fl^fstein ; ua- 
4aoked4br symptoms tweak loirth in 
^be bodily, uBloolwd'for symptams in 
the mental, fraoM. It iian»ea«d to 
€k>deifphin that, at-thiscriiiottl period, 
at3iian«e, a eirourastaMie, actnir, lìad 
reanited fais iong intórupted, bvct 
«le^rer stifled «tffaclions 4o the image 
«f his beautiful Oonstanee. The veign 
^ passion, the magic of those stweet 
iUiisioBs, that inefiìible yeaming whieh 
fwseession bmc^s, althongh -it qneNe 
st last, ir^re indeed for ever oTer ; 
bai a friendsbip mose i«ft«nd gonial 
Hhan exlets in any ntetion, «affé that 
^ bnsband and wife, badcproiigjip, 
idmost as by « miraole ^o «uéden was 
et), beiween breasts for yeaiB divided. 
And ^6 expetienoe of those years 
had taagfat Qodeiphin how frati and 
«asubetantial had been ali the other 
tiee he had formed. He woiidered, 



«B «itMng «tene wilh OoBslanoe, her 
tendesBaiB nedied tthe past, her wit 
«alireaed the ^Nnaent, and hia imagi- 
SMktion «till «hed a glory and a loreti- 
ness t>¥«r the fatare, that he had been 
ao kmg inaesaible to the biessihg ef 
that «emmunion whieh lie now ezpe- 
rieneed. He did not pereeire wh«t 
m &et was tibte case— «tbat the tastes 
toid sympathies of each, blunted by 
that disappointment whieh -is the 
child of experience, were move willing 
to eonoede somewfaat-to the tastes and 
sympathies of the other; that Ooa- 
stanoe .gave a more indnlgent listening 
to4ìis beauttftti refinements of an ideal 
and faise epicurism ; that he, smiling 
stili, smiled with kindness, not with 
Bcom, at the sanguine politios, the 
worldly sdiemes, and the rankling 
memories of the intHgning Oonstanoe. 
Fortanately, tao, Hbt iier, the tisaes 
were sueh, that men who never before 
dreamed of politicai interference weve 
TQuaed and urged into the mighty 
coflflttz of battling intereats, whieh 
left few moderate and none nenter. 
£lvery coterie reeounded with politicai 
«war>ecies; every dinnw rang, from 
«onp to the eoffee, wil^ the merits of 
tàeéiU; mh&oeymc Qodolphin turned 
for niiàge, Beform stili assaiied him ; 
and by degcees the •univwrsal feeling, 
that was «t fiffit Tidtenled, was at last, 
«Hhoughxeluetantly, admitted by iùs 
mind. 

** Why," aaid ^, cneiky, musingly, 
to iRadelyffa, whom he met iu the old 
Green Fiska — ^fmr ainee the oonvena- 
4ÀQn reeoidied bctiteen lUddyffe and 
-CoBstanoe, .tìie foimer «ame little to 
Erpingham House) "why should I 
not try a yet -«nteted experimenti 
Why drauhi J iMt live li^ athers in 
thetrgraver as in their Ughter ptff- 
anits'} I osafess, wiien I lo»k back 
to the years I liave «pent in làngland, 
I foel tbatl ealeulated erroneoasly. I 
ehalked out « iplsn— I bave foUowed 
it làgidiy. i faanie lired for self, for 
pleamire, for iaxury; I hsva aum- 
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moned wit> beanty, even wìsdom 
around me. I have been the creator 
of a magic circle, bat to the magicìan 
himself the magic was tame and 
ignoble. In short, I bave dreamed, 
and am awake. Yet, what course of 
life should supply this, which I think 
of deserting ì Shall I go once more 
abroad, and penetrate some untravelled 
corner of the earthl Shall I retire 
into the country, and write, draining 
my mind of the excitement that 
presses on it ; or lastly, shall I piange 
with my contemporaries into the 
great gulf of actual events, and strive, 
and fret, and stmggle? — or — in 
short, Badclyffe, you are a wise man ; 
advise me 1 " 

"Alas!" answered Radclyffe, "it 
is of no use adrising one to be happy 
who has no object beyond himself. 
Either enthusiasm,or utter mechanical 
coldness, is necessary to reconcile men 
to the cares and mortifications of life. 
You must feel nothing, or you must 
feel for others. Unite yourself to a 
great object ; see its goal distinctly ; 
cling to its course courageoasly ; hope 
for its triumph sanguinely; and on 
its majestic progress you sail, as in a 
ship, agitated ìndeed by the storms, 
but unheeding the breeze and the 
sarge that would appai the individuai 
effort. The larger public objects 
make us glide smoothly and unfelt 
over our minor priyate griefs. To be 
happy, my dear Godólphin, you must 
forget yourself. Your refining and 
poetical temperament preys upon 
your content. Learn benevolence — 
it is the only cure to a morbid 
nature. 

Godolphin was greatly struck by 
this answer of Badclyffe; the more 
so, as he had a deep faith in the un- 
affected sincerity and the calculating 
wisdom of bis adviser. He looked 
hard in Badclyffe's face, and, after a 
pause of some moments, replied, 
slowly, /' I believe you are right after 
ali; and I bare leamed, in a few 



short sentences, the secret of a dis- 
contented life." 

GU>dolphin would haye sought other 
opportunities of conversing with Bad- 
clyflTe, but events soon parted themi. 
Parliament was dissolyed ! . What an 
historical event is recorded in those 
words ! The moment the king coa- 
sented to that measure, the whole 
series of subsequent events became, 
to an ordinaiy prescience, clear as in 
a mirror. Parliament dissolved in the 
beat of the popular enthusiasm, a 
majority, a great majority of Be- 
forihers was sure to be retumed. 

Constance perceived at a glance 
the whole train of consequenoes 
issuing from that one event; per- 
ceived and exulted. A glory had 
gone for ever from the party she 
abhorred. Her Mher was alreadj 
avenged. She heard his scomM 
laugh ring forth from the deptha of 
his forgotten grave ! 

London emptied iiself at once. 
England wasone«lection. Godolphin 
remained almost alone. For the first 
timo a sense of littleness crept over 
him ; a feeling of insignificance, which 
wounded and galled his vain nature. 
In these great struggles he was 
nothing. The admired — the culti- 
vated — spiritud — ^the splendid Godol- 
phin, sank below the commonest 
adventurer, the coarsest brawler — 
yea, the humblest freeman, who felt 
his stake in the state, joined the 
canvass, swelled the cry, and helped 
in the mighty battio between old 
things and new, which was so reso- 
lutely begun. This feeling gave an 
impetus to the growth of the new 
aspirations he had already suffered 
his mind to generate ; and Constance 
marked, with vivid delight, that he 
now listened to her plans with inter- 
est, and examined the politicai field 
with a curious and searching gaze. 

But she was soon condemned to a 
disappointment proportioned to her 
delight. Though Godolphin had 
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hitherto taken no interest in party 
politics, bis prejudices, bis feelings, 
hìB babita of mind, were ali tbe re< 
verse of democratic. Wben be once 
began io examine tbe bearings of tbe 
momentous question ibat agitated 
Sngland, be was not slow in comìng 
to conclusions wbicb tbreatened to 
produce a permanent disagreement 
between Constance and bimself. 

'* You wisb me to enter Parliament, 
my dear Constance," said be, irith 
bis quiet smile; ''it would be an 
experiment dangerous to tbe union 
re-establisbed between ns. I sbouid 
vote against your Bill." 

" You ! " exclaimed Constance, witb 
warmtb ; " Is it possible tbat you can 
aympatbise witb tbe fears of a selfisb 
oligarcby — witb tbe cause of tbe mer- 
cbants and traffickers of tbe plainest 
rìgbt of a free people — tbe rigbt to 
select their representatives 1 " 

"My dear Constance," retumed 
Gtodolpbin, " my wbole tbeory of 
Government is aristocratic. Tbe rigbt 
of tbe people to cboose representa- 
tives 1 — you may as well say tbe rigbt 
of tbe people to cboose^ kings, or ma- 
gistrates, and judges — or clergymen 
and arcbbisbops 1 Tbe people bave, 
it is true, tbe abstract and originai 
rigbt to cboose ali tbese, and every 
year to cbop and cbange tbem as tbey 
pleaae, but tbe people, very properly, 
in ali States, mortgage tbeir ele- 
mentary rigbts for one catbolio and 
practical rigbt — ^tbe rigbt to be well 
govemed. It may be no more to tbe 
advantage of tbe state tbat tbe People 
(tbat is, tbe majority, tbe populace) 
àhould elect nncontrolled ÙL tbe 
members of tbe House of Commons 
— ^tban tbat tbey sbouid elect ali tbe 
pastora of tbeir religlon. Tbe sole 
thing we bave to oonsider is, will tbey 
be better govemed t" 
" Unquestionably," said Constance. 
" TJnquestionably I — "Well, / ques- 
tion it I foresee a more even balance 
of parties— notbing else. Wben par- 



ties are evenly balanced — statea 
tremble. In good govemment tbere 
sbouid be somewbere sufficient power 
to carry on, not unezamined, but at 
least ifAtb vigour, tbe different ope- 
rations of govemment itself. In free 
countries, tberefore, one party ougbt 
to preponderate sufficiently over tbe 
otber. If it do not— ali tbe state 
measurea are crippled, delayed, dis- 
torted, and tbe state langnisbes wbile 
tbe doctors dispute as to tbe medi- 
eines to be applied to it. You will 
find by your Bill, not tbat tbe Tories 
are destroyed, but tbat tbe Wbiga 
and tbe Badicals are strengtbened — 
tbe Lords are not crasbed, but tbe 
Commons are in a state to contest 
witb tbem. Hence party battles npon 
catcbwords — struggles between tbe 
two cbambers for tbings of straw. 
You wbo desire progress and move- 
ment will find tbe real afiairs of 
tbis great Artificial Empire, in ita 
trade — commerce — colonies — inter- 
nai legislation — standing stili wbile 
tbe Wbigs and tbe Tories pelt eacb 
otber witb tbe quibbles of faction. 
No— I sbouid vote against your Bill ! 
I am not for popular govemments, 
tbougb I likey^ states. Ali tbe 
advantages of democracy seem to me 
more tban counterbalanced by tbe 
sacrifico of tbe peaoe and tranquillity, 
tbe comfort and tbe grace, tbe dig- 
nity and tbe cbarities of life tbat 
democracies usually entail If tbe 
object of men is.to live bappily— 
not to strive and to fret — nQt to make 
money in tbe market-place, and cali 
eacb otber roguea on tbe bustings, 
wbo would not ratber be a German 
tban an Americani I own I regret 
to difier witb you. For — but no 
matter ** 

"Por! — ^wbat were* you about to 
sayl" 

** For, tben, since you must know 
it, I am beginning to feel interest in 
tbese questiona— -ezoitement la con- 
tagious. And, after aU, if a man 
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i«ally deean bis m^lMr^eountry ia 
ao^me daager> ÌBactìon i» noi phìlo- 
Bopby, bui a«p6cie» of parricide.. But- 
ta tbink oi tb«. daily aaad bourly paìn 
I sbould oecasioB io you, my belaved 
and ardent Genataao&— by abocking 
ali your opiDions, counieractìAg ali 
your Bobemee, working againat objects 
wbìcb your fatber's fate and your 
earìy asBodatioBa bave se singularly 
xnade duties in your eyes — to do ali 
tbìs ig a patrìotigm beyond me. Let 
UB glid6 oub of tbifl -wbirlpooi^ and 
boÌBt BaU for aoine- nook in tbe cotia- 
try wbere ve caii bear gjentler aounds 
tban tbe roar of tbe demooracy*" 
; Constance sigbed, and Buffered Go- 
dolpbin to quii ber in Bilenco. Bui 
ber geaerous beart^ was toucbed by 
bis own g!»iero6Ìty. Tbis ìa oh» o£ 
tbe gpreat curses of a- womaa wbo 
aspires te tbe man'a pari of- politicai 
eontiioveiey. If tbe man dkooae t» 
act, tbe wonauij mtb ali ber wilea^ 
ber mtrì{pies> ber. arts^iarpeweriew. 
If Qedolpbin were to emim BarH»' 
xnent a< Tory, tba great Wbig rea- 
dez¥ous of Erpingbaia Houfl» waa 
loBt, and CoBBtaaeebevBetf a^oipber'— 
and. ber^ &iber'>» wrong^ forgoiten, 
and tbe stern purpoflaof ber maaeuliae 
career baffled at tbe yeiy mome&t of 
BucceBS. Sbe now repented» tbai sbe 
bad ev^ desired- to draw Godol* 
pbin s atte&tio]i<^ te' pelltieal mattent 
Sbei woiidered- at ber oim -wani of 
foresigbt. How> "wlib bis lere^ £oìr 
antiquity — bi« pvedileotien» fov^ tl&e 
elegant and tbe Bere&ft — ye^pkiloBO» 
pby of tba" BoBe-gjBffdear'' — eoald-sbe 
everbaiire BuppoBed.tbat bfrwoold'Mde 
witb.tbe beld ol^idet» and. torbuie&t 
Tvill of a.|v»pidar£|urty ia^ a'-atonagr 
disia-.' 

Tbe suhject was not rese^ed. Bttt 
sbe bad tbe paio, of obaerving that 
Godolphin'B manner was altered-: — 
be took pleasuroi^ ia nooetof bifi old 
bobbiefr—be- yms^ evidfiatly.disBatisfìed 
witb bimself» laiact^it ia^tcue tbftt 
he, for the fir^t'titae ia^bis |ife» felt 



that tbere ìb ar MmorB» i» tbe mind 
aa well aa to tbe-BOiily aad that a man 
of g^us caBDOit be peipetaaliy i<JBe 
wilbouty aa be toudiea oa tbe midcUer 
of bis career» leoking.to the past witii 
aome ^lame^ and» td the future with 
seme ambition* One eveningy whoi; 
be bad aat by the epea inadow ia a? 
thougbtful aad meianeholj, almosi- 
morose, silence for a*! eoasiderable 
time, Ce&Btaaoe^ after » Weleni stnig- 
gle witb herself^. roae ooddealy, aad 
fell oabis neek-«- 

'' FoigÌTe TOò,. Pere^/' siie tmi, 
unable to sapprasB- bser testa» — " fi»»' 
givo me — ^it Ì8 pmfr — ^I bave no r^^kt 
tbat yott, ao Biqieiiortecmyself, sfaonld 
be saerifieed te my»— my pr^jnéiem 
yoa wottld caU them*— se be it^ Iri% 
far your wife te oendema yea te* ì» 
inglorieot^ Ne«--fio— «dear Gtodok 
phin*— fulfil yoar dcstÌB^' — you aie 
born for' bì^ obieetek Be active— ' 
be diskiagniahedt-Mul L ^riil ade ne 
OMre!" 

Mia YeniMi^ ia that ìumr yoa 
were feigettoBi» Wh(v amongt ttt» 
dead oaa erer* bepe ferfidetity-wliar 
leve te Uie livia|^;ianAis>aivW«D«r t» 
betri^!--*- 

*' Mr BiPeetiGblistiiao^' aoid OoM» 
pfaiii, dcaiRi^ Jiarto bi»hta2% a&d>'aiì 
feeifd ìatprofwAioiba»hef^pwcliMk 
tal tbat ia thd^ spaeiBb^bàawiftrgiMr 
i^ forhifl Ba h e tfa e ai l^lhriaoroihw 
tfaft lov^ypeiMn^ thaspknM ^«aLtli^ 
tbelelljf laak-tbatvriia'htd bm^j^ 
to^ bie bemey--^ Mgp wweafe^ f e lM a mri 
dA >Dei4hiak L wtH^take^adv auO y petf 
ipordé* aa- goaecoaalj^. bui hartily 
EfK^en. ISimen^eBeai^ faareafter to 
thkiìlof dilftflpetnaa betacna uà; JÈt 
preMBi lèt'iiiaéHhil^QKailyrtbaloaBay 
of tbe oca» l(n!!»>>-tfae beliaaaiiel^ tìie 
naw nuptial»— --that lanraniadanrav 

sounusualtome/ 
iMàtwmphile.. At ijiaaiait" ^ata baa 
atany a wfoiitóat' amJ Oè» otber 
ye»; oaeraiaeeÉinain i nai j ol<tlie pàMi» 
life we banre to»iaaoit«ii£^«éittig|idd 
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away, enjoyed, and then we will see 
whether the harsh realities of Ambi- 
tion be worth either a concession or a 
dispute. Let us go into the country 
— to-xnorrow if you will." 

And as ConBtance was abont io 
answer, he sealed her lips with his 



But Lady Erpingham was not one 
od^theM-who ifwrerixk wh«l.th6y deem 
a>d]ity. 9he paiMd tiio: nighi ìb 
stani' and abepleti. commune witb 
hersatf; ahe wMkwiM» dtidl tbatsiie 
liamnledi — alL tfaatl bIm renminced.: 
sheL m» eren^tertoffeil. by>a«ropl«» as 
io- tim Btrangeioaih tbatr hmà almMi. 
unatased-hen- 9till> ÌB:aptt« of «li, she 
ftàt tliart noèhing wmdd ezens*^ Iter la 
BvflEénng* that gifted' muL happy ìjb 
teikct; now aiwd&aned feom-th» akap 
oi tkft gjgpfaanla^.to: frìL Hadb ÌBta>ite 



lazy and effeminate repose. Bhe had 
no right to doom a human sbul to rot 
away in ita day. Perhaps, too, she 
hoped, aa ali polemical enthuBiaats 
do, that Godolphin, once arouBed, 
-mmìA soon become her convert Be 
that as it may, she delayed, on various 
praianMS, their^departure from Lon- 
don. She went secretly the next day 
to ooe of tha pvoprieton of the- dose 
Berottghfl, tha. estense o£ which. waa 
aibotti to ba aAnihilated, . and a few 
daj^ a£terwaidB Godolphùi reoaived a 
leitaf ùnfofmÌBg him that ha had 
been dnly elactod membar. for* * * * 
L wiU not; aagr whai were hia fÌMiisga 
ai th(Me tidiqpk Farhapsi sooh. ia 
maik'ft^ PMimI. a^d m^ward h«art> he 
feki Bhaine ta boiso oatdoaa by Con- 
Btanefb 
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CHAPTER LXV. 



NEW YIEWS or ▲ PSiyiLEGB]) OKDEB. — THI DXATH-BKD Of AUGUSTITS SAVILUB. 



Thib event mìght indeed have been 
an era in the life of Percy Godolphin, 
had that life been spared io a more 
extended limit than it was ; and yet, 
80 long had his ambition been 
smoothed and polished away bj his 
pecuUarities of thought, and so little 
was his cairn and indifferent tone of 
mind suited to the hot contests and 
nightiy warfare of parliamentary pò- 
lltics, that it Ì8 not probable he wonld 
ever bave won a continuons and solid 
distinction in a career which requires 
either obtuseness of xnind or enthn- 
siasm of pnrpose to enconnter the 
repeated mortifications and failures 
which the most brilliant d&mtant 
ordinarily endures. As it was, how- 
crer, it prodnced a gr^re and solemn 
train of thonght in Godolphin's breast. 
He mused much over his past life, 
and the musing did not satisfy him. 
He felt like one of those recorded in 
Physiological history who bare been 
in a trance for years; and now slowly 
awakening, he acknowledged the stir 
and rush of revived bat confused 
emotions. Nature, perhaps, had in- 
tended Godolphin for a poet; for, 
with the ezception of the love of 
gloiy, the poetical characteristics were 
rife within him ; and over his whole 
past ezistence the dimness of unez- 
pressed poetical sensation had clung 
and hoTe|;ed. It was this which had 
deadened his soni to the actiye world, 
and wrapped him in the land of 
dreams; it was this which had in- 
dnoed that vague and restless dis- 
aatisfiustion with the Actnal which 
had brought the thirst for the Ideal ; 
it was this which had made him fts- 



tidions in love, repining in pleasnre, 
magnificent in luzury, seeking and 
despising ali things in the same 
breath. There are many, perhaps, of 
this sort, who, haying the poet's 
nature, bave never found the poet's 
Tent to his emotions ; bave wandered 
over the yisionary. world wilhont 
chancing to discover the magic wand 
that was stored within the dark 
chamber of their mind, and.woald 
haye reduced the yisions into shape 
and snbstance. Alas ! what ezistence 
can be more nnfolfilled than that of 
one who has the soni of the poet and 
not the skiin who has the suscepti- 
bility and the craying, not the oonso- 
lation or the reward? 

Bat if this clond of dreamlìke 
emotion had so long hnng oyer Go- 
dolphin, it b^gan now to melt away 
from his heart ; a clearer and distincter 
yiew of thè largo objects of life lay 
before him ; and he felt that he was 
standing, half stnnned and passiye, in 
the great crisis of his fitte. 

The day was now fized for their 
departure to Wendoyer, when Sayille 
was taken alarmingly ili ; Godolphin 
was sent for, late one eyening. He 
found the widUant Epicurean at the 
point of death, but in perfect posses- 
Sion of his senses. The scene around 
him was emblematic of his life : saye 
Godolphin, not a friend was by. 
Sayille had some dozen or two of 
naturai children — ^where were theyl 
He had abandoned them to their 
fiite : he knew not of their ezistence, 
nor they of his death. Lonely in his 
selfishness was he left to breathe cut 
the smaU soni of a man of òon^o» / 
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Bat I must do Saville the justice io 
Bay, that if he iraa withoat the 
moarners and the attendants that 
belong to naturai ties, he did not re- 
quire them. Hìb was no whimpering 
exit from life: the champagne was 
drained to the last drop ; and Death, 
like the tnie boon oompanion, iras 
about to sbatter the empty glass. 

"Well, my friend,'* said Saville, 
feebly, but pressing with weak fingerà 
Godolphin's band,-—" well, the game 
is up, the lighta are going out, and 
presently the last guest will depart, 
and ali be darknessl" Here the 
doctor carne to the bedside with a 
cordial. The dying man, before he 
took it, fized upon the leech an eye 
whlcb, although &8t glazing, stili re- 
tained sometUng of its keen, search- 
ing shrewdness. 

" New, teli me, my good sir, how 
many hours more can you keep in 
ibis— thisbreathr 

The doctor looked at Godolphin. 

" I understand you," said Saville ; 
" you are shy on these points. Never 
be shy, my good fellow ; it is inox- 
cusable after twenty : besides, it is a 
bad oompliment to my nerves — a 
gentleman is prepared for every eveni 
Sir, it is only a rohtrier whom death, 
or anything else, takes by surprise. 
How many hours, then, can I Uvei" 

''JS'ot many, I fear, sir: perhaps 
nntil daybreak." 

" My day breaks about twelve 
o*clock, p.m.," said Saville, as diyly 
as bis gasps would let him. " Yery 
well; — givo me the cordial; — don't 
Jet me go to sleep— I don't want to 
be cheated out of a minute. So, so 1 
I am better. You may withdraw, 
doctor. Let my spaniel come up. 
Bustle, Bustle! — poor fellow 1 poor 
fellow 1 Lie down, sir! be quieti 
And now, Godolphin, a few wonls in 
fiirewell. I always liked you greatly ; 
you know you were my protégi, and 
you bave tumed out well. You bave 
not been led away by the vulgar pas- 
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sions of politics, and place, and power. 
You bave bad power over power itself ; 
you bave not office, but you bave 
fiishion. You bave made the greatest 
match in England; veiy prudently 
not marrying Constance Vemon, very 
prudently marrying Lady Erpingham. 
You are at the head and front of 
society ; you bave excellent tasto, and 
spend your wealth properly. Ali this 
must make your conscience olear— a 
wonderful consolation ! Always keep 
a sound conscience ; it is a great bless- 
ing on one*B death-bed — ^it is a great 
blessing to me in this hour, for I bave 
played my part decenUy-— eh 1 I bave 
ei\joyed life, as much as so dull a pos- 
session can be eiyoyed ; I bave loved, 
gamed, drunk, but I bave never lost 
my character as a gentleman : thank 
Heaven, I bave no remorse of that 
sort ! Follow my example to the last, 
and you will die as easily. I bave left 
you my correspondence and my Jour- 
nal : you may publish them if you 
like ; if not, bum them. They are 
full of amusing anecdotes ; but I don't 
care for &me, as you well know — es- 
pedally posthumous fiime. Do as you 
please, then, with my literary remains. 
Take care of my dog — 'tis a good 
creature; and let me be quietly buried. 
No bad taste — no ostentation — no 
epitaph. I am very glad I die before 
the d— d Bevolution that must come; 
I don't want to take wine with the 
Member for Holbom Bars. I am a 
type of a system ; I expire before the 
system : my death is the herald of its 
fall." 

With these expressions — ^not con- 
tinuously uttered, but at short in- 
tervals— Saville tumed away bis face : 
bis breathing became thick: he fell 
into the slumber he bad deprecated ; 
and, after about an hour*s silence, 
died away as insensibly as an infimt. 
Sic trannt ghria mundi ! 

The first living countenance beside 
the death-bed on which Qodolphin's 
eye fell was that of Fanny Millìnger; 
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she (who had been mii«lL wiUi Swnlle 
during bis latter days, for ber talk 
amufled bim, and ber good-nature 
made ber wiUlng to amuse anj one) 
bad been, at bis requesfe, summoned 
also wiib Godolpbin at tbe audden 
turn of big disease. Sbe w as at tbe 
tbeatre at tbe time, and bad only just 
arrived wben tbe deceaaed bad fìallen 
into bis last sleep. Tbere, ailent and 
Bbocked, sbe stood by tbe bed^ oppo- 
site Godolpbin. Sbe bad not atayed- 
to obange ber stage-dress; and tbe 
tinsel and mock jewel» glitt^ed on 
tbe reyolted eye of ber quondaìm 
lover. Wbat a type of tbe life just 
eztìnguisbed I Wbai a satire on ita 
mountebank artifìcialities i 

Some little timo after, ^e joined 
Godolpbin in tbe desolate apartment 
below. Sbe put ber band in bis, and 
ber teanH-for she wept eaaily — flowed 
fast down ber cbeeks, wasbing away 
tbe layisb rouge wbicb imperfectly 
maaked tbe wrìnkle» that Time bad 
lately begun to aow on a surface Go- 
dolpbin bad remembered so ùàr and 
smootb. 

''Poor SavUle!" aaid èie, fblter^ 



ingly; "be died irithont s pang** 
Ab! be bad iba beat temper poa- 
aible." 

Godolpbin sat by the writin9>tabl0 
of the deceased, sbading bia<> brow 
witb tbe band wbicb tbe actnen left 



« Fanny/' said be, bitteily, after a 
pause^ " the ipoild is indeed a stage. 
It has lost a oonsnmanite aetor, thongh 
in a small part." 

The saying waa-wniiigfrom Gk>dol- 
pbin-^and was not aaid nnkindly, 
tboQgb it seeised so»— for he toc had 
team in bis eyes. 

^^Ab," said sbe, "the pU^-honae 
has indeed tmgfat vb, in onr yonth, 
many tbinga ▼Mch liie real worid 
coald not teaeh us better." 

'' lòfe difiera frani the play enly in 
tbis/' said Godolpbin, some' time 
alterwatds; ''it ha» no plot^— ali is 
yague, desoltoiy,. nneonneeted — 'tUl 
tbe cnrtain drops wiili the mystery 
unsolVed." 

Thote irero the laai word» that 
GbdolpbiiL evcr addnsaed to the 
aetreas. 
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CHAPTBR LXVI. 



THl JOtnWBT Ain> TBS SVRPRUa. — A WALX IN THI SITMXIR NIORT. — TBl 
STAB8 AITD THB ASBOOIATIOH THAT MSMO&T XASBS WITB ITATVBS. 



Thib erent detaiiaed Gbdolphin some 
àts^B longper in town. He saw the lasi 
rites perfbrmed to Sayiile, and he was 
present at the opening of the wUL 

Ab in life SaviUe had nerer lent a 
helping hand to the distresaed, as he 
had mixed with the wealthy only, so 
now to the Trealthy only waa his 
wealth devoted. The rich Qodolphin 
was hiB principài heir; not a word 
was erreia said about his illegitimate 
ehUdren, not an inquiiy ordained 
towards his pow relaUons. In this, 
as in ali the fonnula of hia will, Saville 
followed tiie pxeaoribed ouatoniB-of the 
worid. 

Fast wen* the panting steeds that 
bei» CoBBtaDoe and Oodolphin ttom 
the desolate city. Binght waa tho 
sammer ekj, and green l«o]Bed the 
smiliag fielda that lay on eiiher side 
thoir road. Nature was awake and 
aotivo. Wha^ a delidous oontrast to 
the Boenes of Art whi<rii tbey^ ì»ìt be* 
hind ! Constanoe ezerted heraelf to 
the utmost to eheev the spirito of her 
ooxnpanion, and snoeeeded.. In the 
smaU compasawhicÀ oonfined them 
together, their oonTersation flow^d in 
oenfidenea and intimate aff»ctien. 
ISht unoe- th« first month of their 
union had they talked with lem re- 
serre and more- entire love — only 
there waa this diflferenoe in their 
topicB ; they thea talked of the fatare 
only, they now talked more of the 
past. They nttered many a ftad re- 
gret over their sereral fkilts to each 
other; and, with cla^é hand% oon- 
gratulated themselves on their present 
reonion of heart. They allowed how 



mach ali things independen<» of afi^ 
tion had deceived them, and no longer 
ezacting so much from loye, they felt 
its real importanee. Ah, why do ali 
of US lese so many years in searching 
after hi^pines^ bat nerer inquiring 
into its nature! We are like one 
who coUeets the booka of a thousand 
tonguoB> and knowing not their lan- 
goage, wonders why they do not de- 
light him ) 

Bat stili athwart the mind of Con- 
stance one dark imago would erer 
and anon obtrade itself ; the solitary 
and: mystio Lucilla, with her erring 
brain and ibrlom fortanes, was not 
cren in happiness to be forgotten. 
There were times» too, in that short 
joomey, irìMn she félt the tale of her 
interriew with that unhappy being 
rise tx> her lips; but erw when she 
lo^ed on the coontenance of Godo!» 
phin, beaming with more heartfelt 
and homebom gladness thaa she had 
seen for years, she could not bear the 
thought of seMng it darkened by the 
pain her stoiy would inflict ; and she. 
shrank firam embitteringkmoments so 
preeioesto her heart. 

Ali her endearoura to discorer 
LuoUla had been in rain; but an 
unquiet presentiment that at any 
moment that discerery might be 
made, perhaps in the presenoe of 
Qodolphin, constantly haunted her^ 
and she errai now looked polnfully 
fortìi at each inn where they ohanged 
horses, leet the sad, stem features of 
the soothsayer should iqspear, and 
break that speli of happy quiet which 
now lay orer the spirit of Qodolphin. 
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It was towards theeyening that Uieir 
carrìage slowlj wonnd up a steep and 
long aacent. The sun jet wanted an 
hour to ita setting ; and at their righi, 
ita slant and mellowed beams fell 
over rich fieldB, green with the pro- 
digai luzuriance of Jone, and inter- 
sected by hedgea from which, proud 
and freqaent, the oak and elm threw 
forth their lengthened shadows. On 
their left^ the grass lesa fertile, and 
the spaces lesa encloaed, were whitened 
with flocka of aheep ; and far and aoft 
carne the bleating of the lamba upon 
their ear. They aaw not the ahepherd 
nor any living form; but from be- 
tween the thicker groupa of treea, the 
chimneya of peaceful cottagea peered 
forth, and gave to the paatoral aerenity 
of the acene that atill and tranqnil 
aapect of life which alone auited it. 
The buay wheel in the heart of Con- 
atance waa at reat^ and Gknlolphin'a 
aoul, ateeped in the luxniy of the pre- 
aent hour, felt that delicioua happi- 
neaa which would he heayen could it 
ovJUive the hour. 

** My Conatance,** whiapered he, 
" why, aince we return at laat to theae 
acenea, why ahould we over leave 
them? Amidst them let uà recali 
our youth!" Conatance aighed, but 
with pleaaure, and preaaed Godol- 
phin'a band to ber lipa. 

And now they had gained the bill, 
a audden colour fluahed over Godol- 
phin'a check. 

" Surely,'' aaid he, ** I remember thia 
view. Yonder valleyt Thia la not 
the road to Wendover Caatle ; thia, — 
my father'a homel — the aame, and 
not the aame 1" 

Tea ! Below, baaking in the weatern 
light, lay the cottage in which Godol- 
phin'a childhood had been paaaed. 
There waa the atream rippling mer- 
rlly; there the broken and fem-clad 
turf with " ita old hereditary treea ;" 
but the ruina! — ^the ahattered arch, 
the moulderìng tower, were left in- 
deed — but new archea, new turreta 



had ariaen, and ao dexterously blended 
with the whole that Godolp^n mighi 
bave &ncied the hall of hia fore&thers 
reatored — ^not indeed in the aame Tasi 
proportions and cumbrous grandenr 
as of old, but stili alike in shape and 
outline, and such even in aise as 
would haye contented the prond 
heart of ita laat owner. Godolphin's 
eyea tumed inquiringly to Conatance. 

*'It ahould haye been more con- 
aiatent with ita andent dimensions»" 
aaid ahe; ''but then it would .haye 
taken half our liyea to haye built it." 

" But thia muat haye been the work 
of yeara." 

" It waa." 

" And ycur workj Conatance)" 

" Por you." 

" And it waa for thia that you he- 
aitated when I aaked you to conaent 
to raiaing the money for the purchaae 
of Lord ^'s coUection V* 

" Tea; — am I forgiyenl" 

"Deareat Conatance," aaid Godol- 
phin, flinging hia arma around her, 
''how haye I wronged you ! Durìng 
thoae yeiy yeara» then, of our eairange- 
ment — durìng thoae yeiy yeara in 
which I thonght you indifferente you 
were ailently preparing thia noble 
reyenge on the injury I did you. Why, 
why did I not know thia beforel Why 
did you not aaye uà both from ao lon£^ 
a nùaunderatanding of each other % " 

"Deareat Percy, I waa to blame; 
but I alwaya looked to thia hour aa to 
a pleaaure of which I could not bear 
to rob myaell I alwaya fiuicied that 
when ihia taak waa fimahed, and you 
could witneaa it> you would feel hov 
uppermoat you alwaya were in my 
thoughta, and forgiye me many faults 
from that conaideration. I knew that 
I waa ezecuting your &ther'a great 
wiah; I knew that you alwaya, 
although unconacìoualy perhapa, aym- 
pathiaed in that wish. I only grìeye 
that, aa yet, it haa been ezecuted ao 
imperfectly." 

But how," continued Qodolphin^ 
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gazing on the new pile as they now 
neared the entrance, "how was it 
this never reached my ean through 
otherqnar tersi" 

"Bufc it did, Percy; don*t you 
remember onr country neighbour, 
Dartmour, complimenting you on 
yoor intended improvementB, and you 
fancied it was irony, and tumed yonr 
baek on the discomfited Bqnire V 

They now drove under the gates 
Burmounted with Gbdolphin's anns; 
and in a few minutes more, they were 
within the renovated halls of the 
Priory. 

Perhaps it was impossible for Con- 
atance to bare more sensibly touched 
and flattered Qodolphin than by this 
surprise; it affected him fkr more 
than the politicai concession which 
to ber had been so profound a sacri- 
fico; for bis early poverty had pro- 
duced in him somewhat of that 
ancestral pride which the poor only 
can gracefully wear; and although 
the tie between bis fitther and him- 
self had not possessed much endear- 
ment, yet he had often, with the 
generosity that belonged to him, 
regretted that bis parent had not 
Burvired to share in bis present wealth, 
and to deyote some portion of it to 
the realisation of those wisbes which 
he had never been permitted to 
consummate. Qodolphin, too, was 
precisely of a nature to appreciate the 
delicacy of Constance's conduct, and 
to be[deeply penetrated by the thought 
that, while he was foUowing a career 
so separate from bers, sbe, in the 
midst of ali ber ambitious projects, 
could pause to labour, unthanked and 
in concealment, for the delight of this 
bour's gratification to him : the deli- 
cacy and the forethought affected him 
the more, because they made not a 
part of the ordinary character of the 
high and absorbed ambition of Con- 
stanco. He did not thank ber much 
by words, but bis looks betrayed ali 
he felt, and Constance was over-paid. 



Although the new portion of the 
building was necessarily not exten- 
siye, yet each chamber was of those 
grand proportions which suited the 
magnificent tasto of Qodolphin, and 
barmonised with the ancient ruins. 
Constance had shown ber tact by 
leaving the ruins tbemselves (which 
it was profime to touch) unrestored ; 
but so artfully were those connected 
with the modem addition, and thence 
with the apartments in the cottage, 
which sbe had not scrupled to re- 
model, that an effect was produced 
from the whole &r more splendid than 
many Qothic buildings of greater 
extent and higher pretensions can 
afford. Qodolphin wandered deligbt- 
edly oyer the whole, charmed with 
the tasto and judgment which pre- 
sided oYor eyen the nicest arrange- 
ment. 

" Why, where," said he, struck with 
the accurate antiquity of some of the 
details, " where learned you ali these 
minutieal Tou are as wise as Hope 
himself upon comices and tables." 

" I was forced to leaye these things 
to otbers,'' answered Constance ; "but 
I took care that they possessed the 
necessary science." 

The night was exceedingly beau- 
tiful, and they walked forth under the 
summer-moon among those g^unds 
in which Constance had first seen 
Qodolphin. They stood by the very 
riyulet — they paused at the very 
spot ! On the murmuring bosom of 
the waye floated many a water- 
flower; and now and then a sudden 
splash, a sudden circle in the shallow 
stream, denoted the leap of the riyer 
tyrant on bis prey. There was an uni- 
yersal odour in the soft air; that deli- 
cate, that ineffitble fhtgrancebelonging 
to those midsummer nights which the 
rich Englisb poetry mightwellpeople 
with Oberon and bis] fairies ; the bat 
wheeled in many a ring along the air; 
but the gentle light bathed ali things, 
and robbed bis wanderings of the 
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gloomier assodaiioas tfaat beleng to 
them ; and ever^ and ever, the busy 
moth darted to and fro smong the 
fiowera, ormisled up^murd by ifae stan 
vhose beam «llored it, wmdered, like 
Desire after Happinesg, in iMosch of 
that light it mi^t never reach. ÀaA 
those fitars stili, vith iJieir soft, mt- 
speakable «yes of love, looked down 
upon Godolphìn as of old, wlum, by 
the Italìan lake, he rored mth her 
for whom he had foeoome the worM 
ìtself. 1^0, Hot now, sor eyer, eonld 
he gaso upon those msa, mysterious 
orbe, and not feel the {Mmg <that re- 
minded him of Lucilla! Betweoi 
them and her was aa mffinity whioh 



lùs imagfaiaiioa eovld not sever. Ali 
whom we haye loved ìuvre «osneihmg 
in Datore eapecially éenroted to their 
memory ; a pecnliar Howvr, a i»e»lli 
of air, a leaf, -a ione. What lare is 
wìthoat fxime «neh assooiatiQii, 



teuBd?" 
But the dim, and afaadowy, «nd 
solenm stan mme indaed meet ze- 
]Bend[)rancesB of Voiktian's ^irìld 
daughter ; mdao intimatelgr wwr ihòr 
l^ht eonneoèed in GodolpUn's hieast, 
with that one Smage, that their wmj 
Boftness had, to his eyes, somethiog 
fearful and menaeiiig— «Uhoo^ «a in 
fiAiineia, BOt4&4uiger« 



CHAPOraSB IXVjH. 



VHS YTTLX KEMBiriX flV iLQW;<— ^BM^RnMi >: 



Oh, Fhat Love ! weil aaog the ^<ay 
minstrel of Franoe, tfaat we return 
again and again to ^ee. À£ the 
earth retnms to its sprmg, «od is 
green once more, we -^ haek te the 
life of life, «nd fiaiget the aeaions that 
bave Tolled between! Whether it 
was—perhaps so— that in the minds 
of both was a feeling, ^ittt their pre- 
Bent state was not fisted to endare ; 
whether they foli, in ^he deep oalm 
th^ engoyed, that the atorm was 
ahready «t band ; whe&er 'thàs was 
the tmth I know not; -font eertainit 
is, that dnrÌDg :the ahoirt iùne th^y 
Temained ^t Godolphìn .Prìory, |»e- 
yious to -their earth^ separatìon, 
Constance and Gkidolphìn wese lather 
iike lorere for the dlcst time nnited, 
than Iike those who ha^e dragged on 
the chain fior years. Their perfeot 
Bolitnde, the abtence of ali intrusioQ, 
60 nnlike the Hfe they had long 
pataed, renewed ali that eharm, that 
ntpture in each other'stfioeiety, which 



x< 
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hel<B^.to*thefiiBty«»thofloTB. 1Fn% 
that thifl conld not havo «ndnsed 
long; bat fate soffeied it >to^endiiie 
to the ktst of tìiat tethcr whieh«0> 
Budiied to itheir ii2n<n. ConalaiUBt 
was not ^gamoL doomed to the^ereee 
and gratiiig«hook wlii(di the aense of 
estraogement brìngs to « w«maa\i 
heart; ««he ««s aeoBible tini 6»- 
4oIphJn wifl 4iever ao eatii^, ae 
paasioastely hee own, aa tewaxda 
the ^oae -of their nM»lal eoft* 
Bexion. fi¥i0i7thi^g «round them 
breathed ^ their first love. Xhis wa0 
that -home ^f Oodolphin's to whioXw 
from the q^endid hnlls of Wondovoi^ 
Uie youi^ Boul of the .proud orj^un 
liad so of ten and so moamf ully flown. 
with a Tontning and wistiol inteieat: 
this WM that «pot in whioh h«^ 
<making'£»m'the fever of the wor]4» 
had ied hÌB first dMons of her. <Ehft 
8o^ie> the aoUtndie, was as a bath t» 
their love : it heaced, it freshoied, it 
revived its .tone. ^h^ wandonMJ^ 
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they vead, tfaegr ifaougbt togatìnr: 
the air of the spot wtm an intoxio»- 
tion. The worìd «lonod juid withont 
WM agìtsted; 'they £Blt it noi: the 
breakevs ]^of tiie great dtep died ia 
mnn&im on their ear. Ambition 
liilled ito ^Toiee to Oonitanoe ; 'Godei- 
phin liad realised hÌB yìbIoiib of tlie 
ideal. Time had dimmed tiieir yoimg 
beauty, but their eyes saw it not; 
they were young, they were ali beau- 
tiful, to each other. 

And Constance hung on the stepa 
of ber lover — stili let that nasne be 
bis 1 She could not bear to Iobo him 
lior a moment : a vague ìndiaJbinotaeM 
i>/ lear «eized ber if «he «aw ihim not. 
Again and again, in the slumbers 
of the night, she stretched forth 
ber anns to •feel that he waa naar; 
ali ber prìde, h«r eoldoMB «eemed 
^one, ae by a «ptil; ahe Urna as 
the softieat, the &&dwt, love. Are 
m% IUa«r of the ifotoiel nor 
imed with the half-felt ^fùit af 
proi^iecy «a the honr of eviil iq»- 
jMroachea — ^the giaat, the fiexoo, the 
irremediftUe evil of a :life1 Ju thia 
depth and intensity of their renewed 
pABaion, irm there B«t admething 
pvetonfttvrall Bid tJiey sot tanble 
as they lovedl They were Qniaapot 
to whioh the dark iratera were elowly 
Caithering; theyeloag to the Honr, 
for JStemiiy «aa lowering round. 

It waa one eTenìng thai a foia- 
IgMding amotioQ of thia kiaii «ei^iad 
•hevvi^ on Oonatanae. Bhe pitMaad 
i£Molphiii/a band in 'baia, and whan 
Jbe «ratoraed the preaaitre,ahe tl»aiw 
hmmtàS on bis a«ek, ufd -bntat iato 
jleara. jGMolphin waa ftlttnaaed; he 
coTered ber dieek with kimm, be 
aooglit the caaae of ber amolioii. 

" There ia>Ao canee,'' aDawavedCoA- 
«taniQ^ raeovering hanelf, but apnair 
ingina fìdtarìng voice, '^oniy I £mI the 
■jfyqioagtbìliiu' that thls happlnaaa aan 
•laat*: ila tìrnoiMi makea me 'ahaddler.'" 

Aa 'Ae apoke, the wind iwaa «nd 
BiFftpt noiumiiigly over tha laage 



laaifCB of the tfhaatnot^tree benaath 
wikieb they^atood : the aerane atUlneaa 
of the eyening aeeaoed gene ; an un- 
quMt ;a&d meianéholy spirtt waa 
hicaened abroad, and the obiU of the 
andden diange whioh ia so frequent 
to our elimote, carne pieroingly upon 
them. Godoiphin was ailent for some 
momente, for the thought fonnd a 
sympathy in bis own. 

"And is it truly sol" he said at 
last; *'is there reallyto be no per- 
manent happiness for us belowl Is 
pain always to tread the beels of 
pleasure] Are we never to say the 
harbour is reaohed, and we are aaiel 
Ko, my Constanoe," be added, warm- 
ing into the sanguine vein that tra- 
yersed eren bis most desponding 
moods, " no ! let uà not cherish thia 
dark balief; there ia no experienee 
lar the futore ; one hour lies to the 
jiext: if what baa baca saam thna 
•daaquered, itila no type of what maar 
'he. We bave disooTCfed in «aeh 
othar that v«rld that waa l<Hig kwt 
tO'Onrayta; wecannot Ioae.it i^^am 
cbMth onijT ean aepamte uà !" 

^'Ah, discuh/" mìA donatiBae, 
ahiidd«à&g. 

^ JDo Aot reeoil at that word, my 
Oonsiasiae, for we are yet in the neon 
of liiè ; ai^y briag, like the lùs^Hu^, 
the «peaire to the feaat) And, aitar 
ali, if daath come whUe we thua lov«, 
it ia batter than ebange ^oid tinia-<- 
baltor tfaan •oustom whioh paUB'— 
battar ttei age whieh ohiUa. Oh!" 
aaittinMad 'Godolphin, paanìniiately, 
^ oh ! if thia iianow aheal and imid 
of timo be but a bfcathing^iwt in tbe 
fiaat baoBitage of immovtality, ^rbgr 
oheat oiirael¥aB with worda ao vigne 
as life and death ! What is the dif- 
ferencel At most, the entranee in 
and .the d^^iavtaM fresa one «eane in 
owr inde camer. Sow many naanen 
aie ielt to na ! We do but baatim 
oar j«uraey,'not close it* Lat uà he- 
Ue¥e tlna, Oosatanoe, and oaat «froBi 
uà ali Saar of oor diaunion." 
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Ab he spoke, Consiance'B eyea were 
fixed upon his fiice, and the deep 
cairn that reigned there sank into 
her soni, and silenced ita munnnrs. 
The thought of futurity is that which 
Godolphin (because it is so with ali 
idealists) must have reyolyed with 
the most frequent fervour; ^but it 
was a thought which he so rarely 



tonched npon, that it was the first 
and only time Constance eyer heard 
it breathed from his lips. 

They tumed into the honse ; and 
the mark is stili in that page of the 
yolnme which they read^ where the 
melodious accents of Godolphin died 
upon the heart of Constance. Can 
she eyer tum to it again ì . . 



CHAPTER LXVIII. 



THE LAST OONyERSATION BETWEBIT GODOLPHIK AND OOKSTAITCS. — HIS THCUORTS 
AND SOLITART WALK AMIDST THE SOBKES Of HIS TOVTH. — THE LBTTBB. — 
THE DEPABTURE. 



Thet had denied themselyes to ali 
the yisitors who had attacked the 
Prìory; but on their first arriyal, 
they had deemed it necessary to 
conciliate their neìghbours by con- 
centrating into one formai act of 
hospitality ali those social conrtesies 
which they couid not persuade them- 
selyes to relinqnish their solitude in 
order singly to perform. Accordingly, 
a day had been fixed for one grand 
^éte at the Prìory; it was to foUow 
dose on the election, and be con- 
sidered as in honour of that eyent 
The eyening for this gala suceeeded 
that which I haye recorded in the 
last chapter. It was with great re- 
luctance that they prepared them- 
selyes to greet this sole interruption 
of their seclusion ; and they laughed, 
although they did not laugh cordially, 
at the serìous annoyance which the 
giying a ball was for the first time to 
occasion to persons who had been 
giying balls for a snccession of 
years. 

The day was remarkably stUl and 
dose ; the sun had not once pierced 
through the duU atmosphere, which 
was charged with the yet silent but 
gathering thunder; and as the eyen- 
ing came on, the snllen tokens of an 



approaching storm became more and 
more loweringly pronounced. 

" We shall not, I fear, haye propi- 
tious weather for our festiyal to-night»" 
said Godolphin ; ''but after a general 
election, people's neryes are tolerablj 
hardened : what are the petty fret and 
tumult of nature, lasting but an hour, 
to the angry and eyerlasting passiona 
ofmenl" 

" A profound deduction from a wet 
night, dear Percy," said Constancet^ 
smiling. 

" Like our friend C " rejoined * 

Godolphin, in the same yein ; " I can 
philoBophise on the putting on one's 
gloyes, you know:" and therewith 
their conyersation flowed into a yein 
singularly contrasted with the cha- 
racter of the coming eyents. Time 
fled on as they were thus engaged 
until Constance started up, surprìsed 
at the lateness of the hour, to attend 
the dutìes of the toilette. 

''Wear this, dearest," said Godol- 
phin, taking a rose froìn a flower- 
stand by the window, "in memory of 
that ball at Wendoyer Castle, which» 
although itself passed bitterly enough 
for me, has yet left so many happy re- 
coUections.'' Constance put the rose 
into her bosom'; its leayes were then ali 
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freah and brilliani^BO were ber pros- 
pecta for the future. He kiased ber 
forebead as tbey partedj— tbey parted 
for tbe last timo. 

Godolpbin, left alone, tnmed to tbe 
windowy whicb, openlng to tbe ground, 
inyited bim fortli among tbe flowers 
tbat Btudded tbe grass-plota wblcb 
Bloped away to tbe àóxk and unwaving 
trees tbat girded tbe lawn. Tbat 
pause of nature wbicb preoedes a 
Btorm over bad a peouUar attraction 
to bis mind; and instlnctiYely be 
sauntered from tbe bouse, wrapped 
in tbe dreamlngy balf-dereloped 
tbougbt irbich belonged to bia tem- 
perament. Mecbanicallj be strayed 
on until be found bimself beside tbe 
Btill lake wbicb tbe boUowB of tbe 
dismantied park embedded. Tbere 
be paused, gazing unoonsciously on 
tbe gloomy sbadows wbiob fell from 
tbe arcbes of tbe Priory and tbe tali 
trees around. Not|[a ripple stirred 
tbe broad ezpanse of waters; tbe 
birds bad gone to rest; no sound, 
aaye tbe voice of tbe distant brook 
tbat [fed tbe lake beside wbicb, on 
tbe first nigbt of bis return to bis 
ancestral bome, be bad wandered witb 
Constance, broke tbe universal silence. 
Tbat voice was never mute. Ali else 
migbt be dumb; but tbat living 
Btream, rusbing tbrougb ita xooky 
bed, stilled not its repining music. 
Like tbe Boul of tbe hmdsoape is tbe 
gnsb of a fresb stream ; it knows no 
aleep, no pause ; it works for ever— 
tbe life, tbe cause of life, to ali around. 
Tbe great frame of nature may repose, 
but tbe spirit of tbe waters rests not 
for a moment. As tbe soul of tbe 
landsoape is tbe soul of man, in our 
deepest slumbem ita oourse glides on, 
and Works unsilent» nnslumbering, 
tbrougb its destined cbanneL 

Witb slow step and folded arms 
Qodolpbin moved along. Tbe well- 
remembered scenes of bis obildbood 
were ali before bim ; tbe wild verdure 
of the fem, tbe broken ground, witb 



its thousand mimio mounts and 
valleys, tbe deep dell overgrown witb 
matted sbrubs and dark as a wÌ2ard*B 
cave ; tbe remains of many a stately 
vista, wbere tbe tender green of tbe 
lime sbowed soft, even in tbat dusky 
ligbt, beneatb the richer leaves of 
tbe cbestnut; ali was familiar and 
bome-breathing to bis mind. Frag- 
ments of boyhh verse, forgotten for 
years, rose bauntingly to bis remem- 
brance, telling of wild tbougbts, nn- 
satisfied dreams, disappointed bopes. 
" But I am happy at last," said be 
aloud; "yes, happy. I bave passed 
tbat bridge of life wbicb divides us 
from the follies of youth ; and better 
prospects, and nobler desiros, eztend 
before me. What a world of wisdom 
in tbat one ssying of Badclyffe's, 
'Benevolence is the sole cure to 
idealism ;' to live for otbers draws us 
fromdemandingmiracles for ourselves. 
What duty as yet bave I f ulfiUed 1 I 
renounced ambition as unwise, and 
witb it I renounced wisdom itself. I 
lived for pleasure — I lived tbe life of 
disappointment. Witbout one vicious 
disposition, I bave fallen into a bun- 
dred vioes ; I bave never been actwdy 
selfisb, yet always selfish. I nursed 
high tbougbts — for what endl A 
poet in heart, a voluptuary in life. 
If mine own interest carne into clear 
ooUision witb tbat of anotber, mine I 
would bave saorificed, but I nover 
asked if the whole oourse of my ezist- 
enoe was not tbat of a war witb tbe 
universal interest Too tbougbtful to 
be witbout a leading principio in life, 
the one principio I adopted bas been 
one error. I bave tasted ali tbat 
imagination can givo to earthly poa- 
session ; youth, health, liberty, know- 
lodge, love, luzury, pomp. Woman 
was my first passion, — ^what woman 
bave I wooed in vain 1 I imagined 
tbat my career bungupon Oonstanoe's 
breath — Constance loved and refused 
me. I attributed my errors to tbat 
refusai; Constance beoame mine — 
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how hsve I Tetrìefiaditheml Awagn^, 
a dim, aii onoonf^efled Temone hae 
puraued me in the memory of Lueilta ; 
yet; wby not hare redeemad that 
fiiult io her by geod to ethen ? What 
is penitence not pnt into action^ but 
the grest faliacy in moiate^ A «n ^ 
one/ìf irremedìable, ean only be com- 
pensated by a yirtue te-Bome oae elee. 
Yet was I to blame in my conduet to 
Lucilla ì Why shonld eonBcienee «o 
haunt me at that name? Did 1 not 
fly her ì Was it not bevBètf who eom- 
pelled our nnicm ? Did I not >oherÌBh^ 
respeot, honour, Mbear with her, 
more than I haye BÌnce wIth my 
wedded CSonBtanee? Did I not retelve 
to renounee Constanee 'hercwlf, wfaen 
most loyed, for Luciìla's sake alone 1 
Who prerented thst saorifiee— 'wko 
deserted me— Who carved evt herown 
separate life? — Lucilla harseff. YTo, 
Bo far, my «in ifi ligffat fiat <mgfat I 
not to bare 1^ «11 things 'to Mìcm 
her, to dÌBeoyer bercio fovee iipon her 
an independenee -^from mmai, or pes- 
«Iblyfrom erime ì Ah,4lNre mm lay 
Bin, and the «in of niy «natiRe-; -^ 
«in, -too, of the ehihlFen -of the wvrlfl 
— p€MMvé -«in. I cenld -saerifiee my 
happiness, but not my ^dcAesee ; 1 
was not unf*0neron8, 1 was impt. Sut 
ifi it too late? Osn I not yet «eaioh, 
dfficover her, and remove 'inm. -my 
mìnd the a&xieus bmrthen whioh hór 
remembranoe imposes-on iti i^or, eh, 
one thougfat of Temone iàkked with 
the being who has loved ne, is more 
intolerable to 4he cMnoieBee than tlie 
fn^vefitcnmet" 

Muttering «neh 1^««^tfly «Qodol- 
phin straysd on ^vntll 4he déepenfaig 
nig^t fiuddenly remlled ìm tMmsikmk 
tothelateneflsof^thehont. Hetimed 
to the house, and «iterad his ewn 
apartment. Seyera,! of the guMtB had 
àlready come. Godolphin was y«t 
dieBBÌng, wfaen a «ervant luiodhed 
at the doer «ad pr ee cn ted -him ti 
'note. 

"Lay it on «he taUe,** md lie to 



iiheTàlet; ^'itkproMblyBome^^enBe 
abottt the ball." 

**mr," «aid the «errant, ''a lad ha« 
just brought it from S^ ♦ V^MBiiig 
a yillage about ^nr miles di«tant; 
" and «ays he is to wait for an «Bswer. 
He was oréered «to ride as tet m 
peflfiible.* 

WIth «ome imfpatienoe Oodo^diìn 
took up ihe «Mie ; but the moment 
his eye vested on the wfiting, It feU 
from 'hk hands ; bis dieek, his Ups, 
gfewjaB ^ite as death; his heart 
Memedlo-r^iMe ita fìmetions; it w«a 
lft«rally «e if life «toed stili for « 
moment, ae by the loroe of a saéden 
poison. With a «trong effort he ra- 
eofered himsélf, toie open 'the note, 
and read as follows : — 

"Per(^ G«d^^[Aùa, the hovr has 
arriTodr-'OBee -more we «hall m««t. I 
•ommon yen, fiur lonee, to that mietfaig 
— 4he bod ef tfeath. Come t 

'*' ÌJuaaiLA. YouBnux:* 

'' Don't «k»m «i^ ooonteas," saie 
4Sk>d0lpli«gL to his fiervaat, bel a-^reiy 
low, «afaa ^raiee ; '^bring-my liorse^o 
^le ^MStem, 4Hid sand tfte boarer «f 
tfa&s mote 4o^m«.^ 

Vhe 'flaaanBgar aftpeaied -«a'raB^h 
«wBit r y -hid, -41 4^»Mit «igfataeii «or 
twexi^. 

-*' Ton %rouglit thÌB«o4e f 

«" I cttd, y««r:hoaoiar.*" 

"«FroBi <#h0m V 

** Why, a aert of a •atimge-kdy/flB 
is lying «t the '^ChaqaeK,' asd «ot 
expeoted'to^liye. <Sfae*he«ioflalbady 
air,ana#o*mn wiawiaepw. 

•^lodiSliifafn p fti e sd iiia hands «an- 
^nd«lf«ly togeiher. 

«'And %ow loos has 4he 4iae& 
tbarel" 

**iUte «1% WM «hMit two tea» 
46a0è,^At; <Aie mme -In a ^Aatoe, mr, 
and was*tak«&*ao lll,«lhÉt wemtA'fx 
ibe dMtar éinctl^. Tte sa^s she 
ean*t get oyerthe nSgfat^ 

<0od«^hia waUcadiio andiro, wi&- 
oiit trasting himaaif io «peak, far 
some miniites. The boy stoodhy tìie 
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door, pnlling abont hifl hai, and won- 
dering, and staxing, and thoroughly 
fitnpid. 

" Did she come alone 1 " 

" Eh, your honour 1 " 

" Waa no one with her 1 " 

*' Oh, yes ! a little nigger girl : Bhe 
it was sent me with the lettor." 

" The horse is ready, sir," said the 
Mrvant; "hot had you tuoi batter 
have the earnage ^ught oat) It 
looka very Uaok ; it amst rain ahevtly, 
tir; and the fozd betwaen thia aad 
g * 4i * ìg ilaBgflnHM iù .coroas .in jo 
dfttk a nigiit." 

''PeaeeI" ened -CMalphiii, with 
f**ì"*tì'*C eyesy and a low, conviiteiTe 
kkQgh. "Bhall I ride to that dMih- 
bed at my eaie and leisoie V 

He ttrode xapidlgr dmin IShe ataì>% 



and reached the amali postem door : 
it was a part of the old building : one 
of the grooms held his impatient 
horse — the swiftest in his splendid 
stnd ; and the dim bat flaring light, 
held by «nother of the Beryitors, 
streamed against the duU heavena 
and the impeifectly seen and fro wning 
ruins of the ancient pile. 

•Qodalphin, nneonaeionB of ali 
aronnd, and miittering to himaelf» 
leaped on hia stead : the fire glinted 
from the eoaner^fl Jioofs; and thna 
tìie iast lord 4if tiiat knightly xmce 
bade ArawaU to hia &ther'B halli. 
!EheBe woids whidi 9m hadmnttend» 
and whieh Ida faroorite aervant canght 
MB 11 Bnpmfliiì wftTwiy vemaBioereQ, weve 
the woxds ia lioeiUa'a note— <' ^Tfte 
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CHAPTER THE LAST. 



A DBEAD XXETIKa. — TEI STOBX. — THS OAIÀSTBOPHS. 



On the hnmble pallet of the TÌllage 
inn lay the broken form of the astro- 
loger's expiring danghter. The sur- 
geon of the place sat hj the bedside, 
dìsmayed and terrified, despite hia 
hardened Tocation, by the wild worda 
and ghastly shrieks that over and 
anon burst from the lips of the dyìng 
woman. The words were, indeed, 
uttered in a foreigntongne nnfiuniliar 
to the leech ; a hingnage not ordinarily 
Buited to inspire terror; the lan- 
guage of love, and poetry, and mnsic, 
the langoage of the sweet Sonth. Bnt^ 
nttered in that Toioe where the pas- 
sions of the soni stili wrestled against 
the gathering weakness of the firame, 
the soft syllables sounded harsh and 
fearfol ; and the disheyelled locks of 
the sufferer — the wanderìng fire of 
the sunken eyes — ^the distorted ges- 
tures of the thin, transparent anns, 
gare fierce effect to the nnknown 
words, and betrayed the dark strength 
of the delirium which raged npon 
her. 

One wretched light on the rade 
table opposite the bed broke the 
gloom of the mean cluunber; and 
across the window flashed the first 
lightnings of the storm abont to break. 
By the other side of the bed sat, mnte, 
watchfal, tearless, the Moorish girl, 
who was Lncilla's sole attendant — her 
eyes fized on the snfferer with faith- 
fui, unweaiying loro ; her ears listen- 
ing, with ali the quick senso of her 
race, to catch, amidst the growing 
noises of the storm, and the tread of 
burrying steps below, the expected 
sound of the hoo& that should herald 
Godolphin's approack 



Suddenly, as if exhansted by the 
parozysm of her disease, Lucilla's 
Toice sank into silence ; and she lay 
so stili, so motionless, that, but for the 
fiiint and waverìng pulse of the hand, 
which the snrgeon was now suffered 
to hold, th^ might haye bdiered the 
tortured spirit was already rel^ued. 
This torpor lasted for some mlnntes, 
when, raising hersdf up, as a brìght 
gleam of intelligence stole over the 
hollow cheeks, Lucilla put her finger 
to her lips, smiled, and said, in a low, 
clear Toice, " Hark ! he comes ! " 

The Moor crept across the chamber, 
and opening the door, stood there in 
a listening attitude. She, as yet^ 
heard not the tread of the speeding 
chaiger; — a moment^ and it smote 
her ear ; a moment more it halted by 
the inn-door : the snort of the panting 
borse — ^the rush of steps— Fercy Go- 
dolphin was in the room — ^was by the 
bedside — the poor sufferer was in his 
arms; and softened, thrilled, orer- 
powered, Lucilla resigned herself to 
that dear caress: she drank in the 
sobs of his choked voice; she felt 
stili, as in happier days, buming into 
her heart the magic of his kisses. 
One instant of youth, of love, of hope, 
broke into that desolate and fearfdl 
hour, and silent and scarcely oonscious 
tears gushed from her aching eyes, 
and laved, as it were, the burthen and 
the agony from her heart 

The Moor traversed the room, and, 
laying one hand on the surgeon's 
shoulder, pointed to the door. Lucilla 
and Godolphin were alone. 

"Oh!" said he, at last finding 
voice, "is it thuB^-thos we meetl 
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Bat Bay noi that yoa are dying, 
Lucilla I liaye mercy, meroy upon 
your betrayer, your— ** 

Here he could utter no more ; he 
sank beside her, covering his fiice 
with hia hands, aad sobblng bitterly. 

The momentary luoid interrai for 
Lucilla had passed away ; the maniae 
rapture retumed, although in a mild 
and Bolemn shape. 

"filarne not yourself/ said ahe, 
eamestly ; " the remoraeless atan are 
the sole betrayera : yet, brighi and 
loyely aa they once seemed when they 
assured me of a bond between thee 
and me, I could not dream that their 
stili and shining loro could forebode 
such gloomy truths. Ob, Percy! 
since we parted, the earth has not 
been eu the earth to me : the Ifatural 
has left my life ; a weird and roving 
spirit has entered my breast, and 
filled my brain, and possessed my 
thoughts, and moved every spring of 
my ezistence : the sun and the air, 
the green herb, the freshness and 
glory of the world, have been covered 
with a mist in which only dim shapes 
of dread were shadowed forth. But 
thou, my love, on whose breast I haye 
dreamed such blessed dreams, wert 
not to blame. No! the poirer that 
cruahes we cannot accuse : the heavens 
are aboye the reach of our reproach ; 
they smile upon our agony ; tiiey bid 
the seasons roU on, unmoved and 
unsympathising, above our broken 
hearts. And what has been my 
course since your last kiss on these 
dying lipst Qodolphin/' — and here 
Lucilla drew herself apart from him, 
and writhed, as with some bitter 
memory, — " these lips haye felt other 
kisses, and these ears haye drunk 
nnhallowed sounds, and wild reyelry 
and wilder paaaion haye made me 
laugh oyer the aepulchre of my soul. 
But I am a poor creature ; poor, poor 
— ^mad, Percy — ^mad — they teli me 
so!" Then, in the sudden changes 
incident to her disease, Lucilla con- 



tinued— "I saw your bride, Percy, 
when you bore her from Bome, and 
the wheels of your bridal canriage 
swept oyer me, for I flung myself in 
their way ; but they scathed me not : 
the bright demons aboye ordained 
otherwise, and I wandered oyer the 
world; but you shall know not,'* 
added Lucilla, with a laugh of dread- 
fui leyity, ''whither or with whom, 
for we must haye concealments, my 
loye, as you will confess ; and I stroye 
to forget you, and my brain sank in 
the effort. I felt my frame withering, 
and they told me my doom was fixed, 
and I resolyed to come to England, 
and look on my first loye once more : 
so I came, and I saw you, Godolphin ; 
and I knew, by the wrioJdes in your 
brow, and the musing thought in 
your eye, that your proud lot had 
not brought you oontent. And then 
there came to me a stately shape, and 
I knew it for her for whom you had 
deserted me : she told me, as you 
teli me, to liye, to forget the past. 
Mockeiy, mockery! But my heart 
is proud as hors, Percy, and I would 
not stoop to the kin<Uiess of a tri- 
umphant riyal; and I fled, what 
matters it whither ? But listen, Percy, 
listen ; my woes had made me wisein 
that science which is not of earth, and 
I knew that you and I must meet once 
more, and that that meeting would 
be in this hour; and I counted, 
minute by minute, with a sayage 
gladness, the daya that were to bring 
on this interyiew and my death!" 
Then raising her yoice into a wild 
shriek — ^"Beware, beware, Percy 1 — 
the rush of waters is on my ear — ^the 
splash, the gurgle! — Beware! — your 
last hour, also, is at band !" 

From the moment in which she 
uttered these words, Lucilla relapsed 
into her former feuitic paroxysms. 
Shriek foUowed shriek ; she appeared 
to know none around her, not eyen 
Gfodolphin. With throes and agony 
the soul seemed to wrench itself from 
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the fhime. The hon» swBpt on— 
midnight came«— dear and distìnct 
the voice of the clock below reached 
that chamber» 

''Ebishl" cried LacUIe, starting. 
" Hush ! " and just at that moment, 
through the wìndow oppoBÌte, the 
huge cloudB, breaking in one spot, 
dìscovered high and &r above them 
a solitarj star. 

'<Thine, thine, Qodolphin!" she 
ahrìeked forth, pointing to the lonely 
orb; "it snmmons thee; — tasemeU, 
butnotfbr long!" 



* 



* 



* 



* 



The Moor rashed fbrward witlt a 
loud cry; she placed ber band on 
Lucilla's boBom ; 1^ heart was stili, 
the breath yraa gone, the fire had 
vanisbed from the aahes : that strange, 
imearthly spirit was perhupg with tìke 
stara for wbose myaterìe» it had so 
yainly jeamed. 

Down fell the black rain in. tor- 
rents; and far from the monataina you 
might bear the mshing of the sivollen 
atreams> aa thej poured into the 
bosom of the vaUeys. The sallen, 
continued mass of dond wbm broken, 
and the vapeurs hnrried fiist and 
louzing over the heavens, leayiag 
uow and then a star to glitter forth 
ere again ''the jaws» of <Ìbu:knes8 did 
deyour it np." At ^n» loww wge 
of the horizon, the lightning flashed 
fierce, but at lingering intervate; the 
treea rocked andgroaned beneaih the 
rains and storm; aad^ imnediately 
abore the bowed head of a soldtary 
horseman, broke the thonder that, 
amidst the fviiìrl of hia own emotionB^ 
he scarcely heard 

Beside a streaaD, which the rains 
hud already swelled, wa» » gipsy en- 
campment ; and aa some of. the duskj 
itineruitS) niaàtxog periiaps the return 
of a part of their band from a pre- 
dstory exenraùm^ cowered over the 
flickerìng firea ia their teat^ tìi^y 



pereeiyed the honemaa xapli^y ap-^ 
proaching the stanam, 

"See to yen geatry coto,*' cried 
one of th& band; '"tis ih» sanie we 
saw in the foiwtight crossiiig' the Ibrd 
above. !Q» hae takea a akori eut^ 
the buznrdf aad wìll haive to go 
nnmd agaàn to tho Ibrd ; a peeeioos 
tane to be gBltifsotinp abent!" 

" Pish !" said an old hag; " I lo¥& 
to see the proad ones tastÌBg the 
bitter ifind and rain as we besn» 
alway ; 'tis- bat a mile loager roniMl 
to the fiord. I wish it wb0 tweatf/* 

'^ Hallo!" cried the first speiter; 
<< the fbol takes to the water, He'U 
be drowned ; the banks are tea high 
and rongh to land man or hoise 
yonder. Hallo !*' and with that paìn- 
fai sympathy which the hardert feel 
at theimminent perii of another wbaa 
immediately snbjeeted to their eyee^ 
the gipi^" ran forth into the peltìn^ 
sleim, ahooting to tìie traireller to 
halt. 9or one moment Oodolphin*!» 
steed fltUl shronk back fromftìie 
nzshingtid*: deep darknesB wae over 
the water ; and ih» horsemaa saw noi 
the height of tho eppooite bank& 
The shoat of the gipsy^ sonnded to 
hia ear like i^ cry of the dead wham 
he had lelt: he dashed hia heela into 
the sides ef the F^ctant hocae^ and 
was in the stream. 

'«Light— %ht the torchear eried 
the gipay ; and in a few momenta the 
banks were illnmined with many a 
brand from thefire, which the rain how- 
efer almoat instaatly extingniahed ; 
yeb, by that momentary figh^ th^ 
sftw the noble animai breaating the 
watem, and pereeiTed that Godolphin, 
diseoyeiing- by Ite deptb hia auMàke^ 
had ah-eady tmnied iik» horse^s head 
in the diffeetiea of the ford : tòey 
conld see no^ more, b«t làey^ she^ited 
to Godolplùik to tom back to the 
plaee from whieh he had plunged; 
aad^ itt a Hmt miimtee afterwìórd», 
they heard, saivieral 'yazds «beye, the 
bene dambeiÌBg' up tbe> nigged 
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banka, irhich there were Bteep and 
hi^ BJLà orushing the bough» that 
olothed the ascent. They thought, 
at the same Urne, that they diatin- 
guifihed also the splash o( a heavy 
sabfttance in the wayea : but ^e^ 
fhnsied it some detached fragment of 
earth or stono, and tumed to their 
tent, in the belief that the darÌBg 
rider had eseaped the perii he had 
so xnadly incurred. That night the 
ziderloBB steed of Godolphin .arrived 
ai the porch of the Priory, where 
Oonstance, alarmed, pale, breathless, 
sfcood exposed to the storm, awaiting 
the return ;of Qodolphin, or the 
messengers ahe had despatched in 
search of him. 

At daybreak his corpi» wtm fonnd 
by the ^lallowB of the ford ; and the 
mark of yiolence aerosa the templea, 
as of some blow, led them to gneas 
that in acaling the banka hia head 
had atruok againat one of the toaaing 
boughs that overìiung them, and the 
blow had precipitated him into the 
TPatera. 

LETTER FROM CONSTANCE, COUNT- 
ESS OF ERPINaHAIT, TO • ♦ • 

* ' Augtut, 18S2, 

" I EAYB read the work yoa bave ao 
kindly compiled from the papera 
transmitted to your care, and from 
your own intimate knowledge of those 
to whom they relate; — you bave in 
much fulfilled my wishes with singu- 
lar success. On the one band, I bave 
been anxious that a History should 
be given to the world, from which 
lessons so deep and, I firmly believe, 
aalutary, may be generally derived: 
on the other band, I bave been 
anxious that it should be clothed in 
Buch disguises, that the names of the 
real actors in the drama should be 
for eyer a secret. Both these objects 
you haye attained. It ia impossible, 
I think, fpr any one to read the hook 
about to be published, without being 
impressed with the truth of the monti 



it ia intended to conyey, and without 
aeeing, by a thonaand infallible aigna, 
that its spring and its general conrae 
haye flowed from ifeality and not 
fiction. Yet haye you, by a few 
^ight alteiationa and additiona, mi^ 
naged to effect. that concealment of 
namea and persona, which ia due no 
leaa to the liyin^than to the memory 
of the dead» 

''So far*I thank you from my 
heart: but in one point you haye 
utterly failed* You haye dono no 
juatice to the noble oharaeter you 
meant to delineate under the name 
of Godolphin; you haye drawn hia 
likenesa with a harsh and cruel pen< 
cil; you haye ^aiged on the few 
weaknesaea he mìght haye possesaed, 
until you haye made them the fore- 
ground of the portrait ; and hia yiyid 
generoaity, hia high honour, hia 
briUìant intellect, the extraordinary 
storea of hia^ mind, you haye left in 
shadow. Oh, God! that for suoh a 
being such a deatiny waa reaeryed t 
and in the prime of life, juat when 
hia mind baci awakened to a senae of 
ita own powera and their legitimate 
ol^ectal What a fatai ayatem of 
things, thai couid for thirty-seyen 
years, haye led away, by the pursuita 
and diaaipationa of a life suited but to 
the beings he despised, a genius of 
such an order, a heart of such tender 
emotionsl* But on this subject I 
canno t, cannot write. I must lay 
down the pen ; to-morrow I wìll try 
and force myself to resumé it. 

"Well, then, I say, you haye not 
dono justice to him. I beseech you 
to remodel that character, and atone 



* The reader will acquit me of the charge 
of inJuBtioe to Godolphin's character when 
he arrives at this eentence ; it conveys ez- 
aotly the Impression that my delineation, 
faithfal to truth, ia intended to convey — the 
influences of our aotual world on the ideal 
and imaginatlve order of mind, when that 
mind is without the stimulus of pursuits 
at onoe praotieal and ennobling. 
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io the memory of one, whom none 
eyer saw but io admire^ or knew but 
to love. 

"Of me, — of me, the vain, the 
scheming, the prond, the nnfeminine 
cherisher of bitter thoughts, of stem 
designa, — of me, on the other hand, 
how flattering is the piotare you bave 
drawn ! In that flatterj is mj sure 
dìsguise; thèrefore, I will not ask 
you to shade it into the poor and 
unlovely truth. But while, with 
agony and shame, I feel that you 
bave rightly described that seeming 
neglectfulness of one no more, which 
sprang from the pride that belieyed 
itself neglected, you bave not said 
enough — ^no, not one millionth part 
enough — of the real love that I con- 
stantly bore to bim; the only soft 
and redeeming portion of my nature. 
But who can know, who can describe 
what another feels] Eyen I knew 
not what I felt, until death taught 
it me. 

" Since I haye read the whole hook, 
one thought constantly haunts me — 
the strangeness that I sbould snryiye 
his loss ; that the stubbom stringa of 
my heart haye not been broken long 
since ; that I liye, and liye, too, 
amidst the world ! Ay, but not one 
qf the world; wìth that eonscioasness 



I sustain myself in the petty and 
sterile career of life. Shut out, hence- 
forth and for eyer, from ali the 
tenderer feelings that belong to my 
sex ; without mother, husband, child, 
or friend; nnloyed and nnloving, I 
support myself by the belief that I 
haye dono the little suffered to my 
sex in expediting the great change 
which is adyancing on the world; 
and I cheer myself by the finn 
assurance that, sooner or later^ a 
time must come, when those yast 
disparities in life which haye been 
fatai, not to myself alone, but to ali 
I haye admired and loyed; which 
render the great heartless, and the 
lowly servile; which make genius 
either an enemy to mankind or the 
yictim to itself; which debase the 
energetic pnrpose ; which fritter away 
the ennobling sentiment ; which cool 
the heart and fetter the capacitìes, 
and are&yourable only to the general 
deyelopment of the Mediocre and the 
Lukewarm, shall, if never utterìy re- 
moyed, at least be smoothed away 
into more genial and unobstructed 
elements of society. Alas ! it is with 
an aching eye that we look abroad 
for the only solace, the only occupa- 
tion of life, — Solitude at home, and 
Memory at our hearth." 



THE END. 
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